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Passing  in 

REVIEW 


• THANK  YOU 
AND  COME  AGAIN 

The  crocus  pushes  its  dewy 
head  out  of  the  thawing  soil; 
the  Lehigh  student  looks  out 
upon  the  opening  of  spring 
as  the  swirl  of  a skirt  an- 
nounces the  Spring  House- 
party  and  the  renaissance  of 
extra-curricular  interests  in 
the  little  men.  It  is  the  blos- 
soming of  Spring  once  more; 
the  oyster  months  are  little 
with  us.  Ho,  Student!  Arise! 
You  have  nothing  to  lose  but 
your  marks! 

With  the  same  breath  we 
welcome  the  fairest  of  the 
land  for  the  coming  weekend 
of  Spring  Houseparty.  May 
your  stay  be  everything  the 
Brown  and  White  might  ex- 
pect. May  the  holiday  glide 
past  on  silver  slippers.  Let 
the  musty  books  be  cast  aside 
and  merriment  regin.  Thank 
you  and  come  again. 

over,  please 


Smoke  6 packs  of  Camels  and  find 
out  why  they  are  the  LARGEST- 
SELLING  CIGARETTE  IN  AMERICA 


SMOKERS  FIND 

CAMEL'S  COSTLIER  TOBACCOS  ARE 

SOOTHING  TO  THE  NERVES 


"Clinging  to  a tiny  platform  600 
feet  in  the  air  puts  a big  strain  on 
my  nerves/'says  Charles  A.  Nelson, 
steel  inspector  of  the  New  York 
Worlds  Fair.  His  rule  to  ease  nerve 
tension:  "Pause  nowand  then  — 


LET  UP- 
LIGHT  UP  A 


CAMEL 


LIKE  SO  MANY  OTHERS  at  the  New  York  World’s 
Fair,  Charley  Nelson  makes  it  a rule  to  break  the 
nervous  tension  of  crowded  days  by  pausing  every 
now  and  then  to  let  up — light  up  a Camel.  Observe, 
on  your  visit  to  New  York’s  greatest  exposition, 
how  smoothly  everything  goes.  Also  note  how  many 
people  you  see  smoking  Camels.  There  are  dozens 
of  sights  at  the  New  York  World’s  Fair — but  don’t 
spoil  the  fun  by  letting  your  nerves  get  fagged. 
Pause  now  and  then  — let  up  — light  up  a Camel  — 
the  cigarette  for  mildness,  rich  taste  — and  comfort! 


EDDIE  CANTOR — Listen  in  to  America’s 
great  comic  personality  in  a riot  of  fun, 
music,  and  song.  On  the  air  each  Mon- 
day evening  over  the  Columbia  Network. 
7:30  p m E.  S.  T.,  9:30  p m C.  S.  T., 
8:30  pm  M.  S.  T.,  7:30  p m P.  S.  T. 

BENNY  GOODMAN— Hear  the  one  and 
only  King  of  Swing,  and  the  world’s 
greatest  swing  band  "go  to  town”  in  a big 
way — each  Tuesday  evening — Columbia 
Network.  9:30  p m E.  S.  T.,  8:30  p m 
C.S.T.,  7:30  pm  M.S.T.,  6:30  pm  P.S.T. 


THE  GREAT  "SPIKE  AND  BALL"  {above  right ) is  the  theme 
center  of  the  New  York  World’s  Fair — the  Trylon  and  the  Peri- 
sphere — 7000  pieces  of  steel  joined  by  a quarter  of  a million 
rivets.  It’s  the  trying  job  of  Inspector  Nelson  to  check  these  two 
huge  shells  at  every  vital  point.  He  says:  “I’ve  got  to  know  every 
inch  of  that  steelwork.  It’s  a nerve-straining  job,  hanging  onto 
girders  hundreds  of  feet  up,  but  I can’t  afford  to  get  jittery.  I 
have  to  sidestep  nerve  tension.  It’s  my  rule  to  ease  off  occasion- 
ally7— to  let  up — light  up  a Camel.”  (Notes  on  the  two  structures 
above:  The  great  ball  will  appear  to  be  supported  by  fountains 
concealing  the  concrete  foundation  pillars.  At  night,  the  ball 
will  seem  to  rotate — an  illusion  to  be  created  by  lighting  effects. 
The  towering  Trylon  will  be  the  Fair’s  broadcasting  tower.) 

300  FENCING  MATCHES  and  exhibi- 
W ■ tions  are  credited  to  Rosemary 

Carver,  expert  with  the  flashing  foil. 
Lw,  ^ . * Fencing  drains  the  nerves,”  she 

JY  | ^ says.  "But  I can’t  take  chances  on  be- 

1 .Th  ing  tense,  jittery  in  the  midst  of  a fast 
j|!  > parry  or  lunge.  Through  the  day  I 

1 iSit*  rest  my  nerves — I let  up — light  up  a 

j ^ -swi ■ Camel.  I find  Camels  soothing,  com- 

pfia,  . forting.  And  Camels  taste  so  good !” 


Ouprriubt.  1939,  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Company,  Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 


April,  1939 


1 


PASSING  IN  REVIEW 


• COCOA 

“Coco-a”  backfired  on  us.  We  admit  it.  We  are  only  sore 
because  a certain  Brown  and  White  columnist  of  ques- 
tionable character  had  the  chance  to  take  a crack  at  us 
before  we  could  air  the  facts.  All  right,  we  were  trying  to 
be  socially  significant  . . . don’t  we  always  bore  our  read- 
ers with  articles  on  politics  and  wars  and  things.  It’s  our 
policy  to  do  things  like  that.  Anyway,  here  are  the  facts 
on  Coco-a.  The  poem  stated  that  the  Mexicans  were 
brought  to  break  a strike.  The  boxcar  angle  is  controver- 
sial, but  the  strike  idea  is  wrong.  The  Mexicans  were  im- 
ported to  accommodate  a labor  shortage. 

“Coco-a”  has  attracted  the  interests  of  many  welfare 
organizations  in  Bethlehem.  A number  of  people  in  the 
community  have  spent  time  and  money  helping  the  Mex- 
icans out  one  way  or  another.  These  people  have  become 
incensed  over  the  Review’s  treatment  of  “Coco-a,”  be- 
cause of  its  reaction  on  the  Mexicans.  The  Mexicans  could 
not  read  or  even  understand  the  poem  but  they  got  hold 
of  the  caption  which  read,  “Have  you  met  the  greasy, 
dirty,  lousy,  drunken  Mexican?”  and  took  it  at  its  face 
value.  Because  one  teacher  in  the  Mexican  school  had 
taken  many  pictures  of  the  children,  the  inhabitants  tied 
her  up  with  the  magazine  story  and  refused  to  send  their 
children  to  the  school.  The  irony  of  the  situation  is  ob- 
vious; we  alienate  people  with  whom  we  are  in  sympathy 
and  precipitate  a school  holiday  in  somebody  else’s 
school. 


Mr.  Gomez  is  a good  man 


• POLICY 

More  than  once  the  Review  has  been  the  subject  of  dis- 
cussion in  the  past  two  years.  On  a number  of  topics,  re- 
lated and  unrelated,  the  Review  has  been  censured,  and 
on  one  occasion  material  was  deleted.  The  Review  has 
been  as  quick  to  protest  as  it  has  been  to  apologize  and 
will  remain  so  in  the  future.  The  important  thing  to  re- 
member is  that  the  Review  is  actively  thinking  and  is  not 
satisfied  with  pleasing  most  of  the  people  most  of  the 
time. 


The  editors  of  the  Review  have  ideas  about  almost 
everything  and  are  ready  to  express  them  at  the  drop  of 
the  hat.  We  feel  that  such  a policy  is  the  only  healthy 
way  to  run  a magazine.  We  feel  that  such  is  the  only 
healthy  attitude  for  any  student.  We  like  to  think  that  the 
editorial  policies  or  accusations  of  the  Review  are  just  as 
much  a by-product  of  learning  as  any  branch  of  our  edu- 
cation. We  feel  that  the  best  learning  is  active  learning 
and  we  are  ready,  willing,  and  able  to  supply  the  action 
that  goes  with  it.  And  when  such  an  opinion  is  made 
there  is  something  behind  it  to  back  it  up.  That  is  our 
policy  and  thus  it  shall  remain. 

• HOSPITALITY 

The  Town  Group  is  a restless  organization.  This  house- 
party  weekend  will  not  find  them  out  in  the  cold.  To  their 
credit  is  the  dance  they  are  sponsoring  on  Saturday  night. 
Closed  until  12,  the  dance  will  be  open  after  the  witching 
hour  to  all.  Those  fraternity  house  boys  who  have  been 
so  hospitable  to  the  town  fellows  in  the  way  of  invitations 
to  fraternity  dances  when  there  was  no  Town  Group  will 
be  repaid  in  kind.  Things  like  that  restore  our  dragging 
faith. 

• LOCAL  BOY 

The  Washington  Post  is  pretty  proud  of  ex-Review 
editor  and  swing  critic  Bill  Gottlieb.  They  bought  up  his 
column  for  their  Sunday  Section  and  t’other  day  they  ran 
a half-page  ad  of  that  one  feature  alone.  Printed  a photo- 
static copy  of  a letter  from  Artie  Shaw  to  hep-cat  Gott- 
lieb congratulating  him  on  the  excellence  of  his  criticism. 
Bill’s  proudest  exhibition  is  a record  he  had  made  at  a 
private  jam-session  down  in  the  cellar  of  his  apartment 
house.  Featured  on  the  record  are  Matty  Matlock,  Eddie 
Miller,  Bob  Zurke,  Ray  Bauduc,  Count  Basie,  Bob  Crosby, 
Mary  Lou  Williams,  and  some  others  we  forget.  Bill  says 
that  it  was  about  the  best  rhythm  section  ever  assembled. 
He  has  some  fine  photographs  of  the  group  en  jamme,  but 
Washington  morals  do  not  permit  a newspaper  to  feature 
a photograph  of  whites  and  colored  folk  together.  And 
while  we  are  on  that  subject,  Mrs.  Roosevelt  certainly  is 
a fine  gal  for  all  that  she  does. 

• COMPLAINT 

We  wish  we  were  living  back  in  the  old  days  of  Defoe 
and  Swift  and  our  own  Thomas  Paine.  No  automobiles  or 
airplanes  then.  If  a fellow  wrote  a pamphlet  it  was  topi- 
cal for  a good  length  of  time.  By  that  token  we  feel  dis- 
appointed that  we  can  plumb  no  profundities  of  opinion 
in  these  columns.  Things  are  happening  fast.  Perhaps  by 
the  time  this  is  off  the  press,  we  will  be  singing  God  Save 
the  King  instead  of  the  Star-Spangled  Banner.  What  can 
the  editor  of  the  Lehigh  Review  accomplish  in  the  way  of 
a snappy  editorial  when  Time,  Inc.  is  behind  the  times 
with  their  machine-gun  publications?  O Temporal  O 
Mores! 
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• GOLDFISH  AND  MALTHUS 

You  could  hardly  expect  us  not  to  write  an  editorial 
about  goldfish  swallowing.  We  were  surprised  when  we 
read  about  this  gradual  extermination  of  such  a univer- 
sally innocent  species  of  fish.  But  we  think  that  nobody 
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The  LEHIGH  REV IEIV  welcomes  contributions  from  students, 
alumni  and  faculty.  Membership  on  the  board  is  open  to 
regular  contributors.  One  and  one-half  dollars  for 
nine  issues.  Twenty  cents  the  copy. 


was  more  surprised  than  the  goldfish.  After  being  con- 
sidered inedible  for  centuries,  the  goldfish  suffers  a raw 
deal  at  the  hands  of  an  enterprising  young  man  at  Har- 
vard, and  the  whole  Malthusian  cycle  is  upset.  Life  these 
days  is  so  uncertain.  Ask  the  goldfish,  huddled  together 
in  dark  corners  of  aqauria. 


You  Too  Can  Be  a Lehigh  Coed 

C7 

By  Attending  the  1939  Summer  Session,  July  5-August  12 

• A faeulty  of  50  men  will  teaeh  a to- 
tal of  88  courses.  Included  are 

courses  in  • Activities  and  Recreation 


Biology 

Accounting 

Chemistry 

Economics 

Education 

English 

Fine  Arts 

Geology 

German 

Government 


History 
Mathematics 
Nature  Study 
Newspaper  Work 
Philosophy 
Physics 
Psychology 
Public  Finance 
Romance  Languages 
Sociology 


Both  graduate  and  undergraduate  work  may 
be  taken  by  women. 


Social  festivities  provide  means  of  becoming 
acquainted  with  the  faculty  and  student  body. 
Dances,  dramas,  hikes,  lectures,  and  summer 
sports  give  everyone  an  opportunity  for  diver- 
sion during  the  session.  A student  newspaper 
will  carry  information  on  these  events. 


For  hi  formation : 

Write  the  Director  of  the  Summer  Session,  Lehigh  University,  Bethlehem,  Pa. 


Just  can’t  be  Weather-Beaten! 


/ 

. 


V;  •"•'H-- 


Just  like 
Betty  Petty  . . . 

Old  Golds  love  the 
April  Showers 
For  the  bloom  they 
Give  to  May  flowers. 
But  like  smart  Betty, 
Old  Golds  are 
Doubly  Protected 
Against  the 
Spring  dampness 
That  steals  the 
Freshness  of  a 
Girl’s  curls  or  a 
Cigarette. 

Working  together 
Like  slicker  and 
Umbrella  . . . those  2 
Cellophane  jackets 
On  every  pack 
Just  can't  be 
Weather-beaten. 

They  keep  0.  Gs’ 
Extra  choice,  extra 
Long-aged  tobaccos 
As  fresh  and  fragrant 
As  the  Tulips  of 
Spring  . . . ready  to 
Delight  your 
2 lips  in  any 
Climate 
Anywhere ! 


Every  pack  wrapped  in  2 jackets 
of  Cellophane;  the  OUTER  jacket 
opens  from  the  BOTTOM. 


ATTENTION!  YOl  PETTY  FANS! 

Send  lOfi  and  2 Old  Gold  wrappers  for  a 
beautiful  4-color  reproduction  of  this  pic- 
ture of  “Betty  Petty,”  without  advertising, 
suitable  for  framing.  Address:  OLD  GOLD. 
119  West  40th  St.,  New  York  City. 


TUNE  IN  on  Old  Gold’s  “Melody  and  Madness”  with  ROBERT  BENCHLEY  and  ARTIE  SHAW’S  Orchestra,  Sunday  nights,  Columbia  Network,  Coast-to-Coast 


For  Finer,  FRESHER  Flavor  . . . Smoke  Double-Mellow  Old  Golds 
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THE  HAUNTED  HOUSE 


by  Howard  J.  Lewis,  ’40 


Chuck,  Hank,  and  I walked  down 
the  rutty  road.  The  afternoon  sun  had 
heated  the  flat  rocks  in  the  road  and 
we  had  to  jig  to  keep  from  burning 
our  bare  feet.  When  you  walk  bare- 
foot you  follow  the  path  of  least  re- 
sistance, and  so  the  three  of  us 
walked  single  file,  hopping  from  pud- 
dle to  puddle  and  hitting  all  the 
grassy  patches.  We  were  so  intent  on 
keeping  away  from  the  little  sharp 
stones  that  neither  of  us  spoke  for  a 
while.  Most  of  the  time  we  were  all 
thinking  of  the  same  thing  anyhow, 
being  young  and  of  the  same  general 
turn  of  mind. 

“Gosh,  it  sure  is  hot,”  Chuck  said. 
“I  bet  you  could  fry  an  egg  on  one  of 
those  stones.  I bet  you  could.” 

“Naaaa,  you  can’t.  I tried  it  once 
last  summer  on  a helluva  sight  hotter 
day  than  this.”  Hank  was  like  that. 
He  didn’t  take  anybody’s  word  for 
anything,  hang  the  consequences.  It 


was  his  idea  today  to  see  if  the  old 
haunted  house  really  was  haunted  like 
people  said  it  was.  The  only  reason 
we  went  with  him  was  because  we 
didn’t  want  him  to  have  anything  over 
us. 

“There  it  is  over  there,”  said  Hank, 
pointing  with  his  stick.  “Over  there, 
the  one  with  the  shutters  hanging  on 
cockeyed.  That’s  the  one.  It  don’t  look 
haunted  to  me.  It  just  looks  like  any 
old  house.” 

Chuck  jumped  off  the  road  onto  a 
patch  of  dry  grass.  “You  can’t  tell  by 
the  outside.  Anyway,  it’s  day  now. 
Wait  until  it’s  dark. Then  it  won’t  look 
so  good.  Then  maybe  you’d  be  sorry 
you  came.  I’ve  seen  houses  that  I 
knew  were  haunted  for  sure  and  that 
one  don’t  look  any  different  from 
those.”  He  looked  at  me.  “Ain’t  ’at 
right,  kid?” 

I was  staring  at  the  dingy,  dirty, 
grey  house,  over  grown  by  the  forest. 


Boyoboy,  I thought  to  myself,  if  any 
house  is  haunted  this  is  it.  It  would 
have  been  much  better  if  you  had  stay- 
ed at  home  and  finished  your  history 
lesson.  This  one  doesn’t  look  good  at 
all.  I turned  to  look  at  Chuck  and 
nodded  profoundly.  “There’s  more  in 
this  than  meets  the  eye,”  I said,  try- 
ing to  get  on  the  good  side  of  Hank 
by  recognizing  his  pet  phrase. 

“Don’t  be  a chump,”  Hank  shot 
back.  “C’mon,  get  the  lead  out  of  your 
pants.”  And  he  started  to  dogtrot 
over  the  fields  toward  the  house. 
Chuck  looked  at  me  again  for  some 
kind  of  support.  Finding  none,  he 
started  to  walk  after  Hank  and  then 
broke  out  in  a run,  yelling  for  Hank 
to  wait  up.  Accepting  the  duty  of  the 
minority,  I ran  after  Chuck,  with  my 
worried  eyes  fixed  upon  the  house  with 
the  cockeyed  shutters. 

I caught  up  with  Chuck,  but  Hank 
was  already  in  the  house,  when  we  got 
there.  He  was  stamping  up  and  down 
the  floor  in  front  of  the  staircase  to 
the  second  floor  and  yelling  at  the  top 
of  his  lungs.  Dust  shot  up  from  the 
cracks  in  the  floor  every  time  he 

Page  twenty-five,  please 


A 


1 DIDN’T 

RISK  A PENNY  TO 
TRY  PRINCE  ALBERT 
ON  THAT 
MONEY-BACK  OFFER 

AND  I SURE 

FOUND  SMOKING 
JOYi 


READ  Prince  Albert’s  money- 
back  offer  (lower  left) , then  try 
this  pipe  treat,  knowing  that  you 
risk  nothing.  Prince  Albert  in  your 
pipe  means  EXTRA-MILD,  FULL- 
BODIED  smoking.  It’s  choice  to- 
bacco — PACKED  RIGHT.  Prince 
Albert  is  “crimp  cut.”  It  burns 
slower,  smokes  cooler,  and  cakes 
your  pipes  up  right.  The  famous 
Prince  Albert  “no-bite”  process  re- 
moves harshness,  assuring  RICH, 
RIPE  TASTE  without  bite.  Get 
Prince  Albert  for  your  pipes  now! 


PIPE  FANS,  HERE’S  P.A.’S  GUARANTEE! 

Smoke  20  fragrant  pipefuls  of  Prince  Albert. 
If  you  don’t  find  it  the  mellowest,  tastiest 
pipe  tobacco  you  ever  smoked,  return  the 
pocket  tin  with  the  rest  of  the  tobacco  in  it 
to  us  at  any  time  within  a month  from  this 
date,  and  we  will  refund  full  purchase  price, 
plus  postage.  ( Signed ) R.  J.  Reynolds  To- 
bacco Co.,  Winston-Salem,  North  Carolina 


pipefuls  of  fragrant  to- 
bacco in  every  handy 
tin  of  Prince  Albert 

Copyright,  1939,  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tob.  Co. 


April,  1939 
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OUR  interest  centers  this  month 
on  the  Lehigh  Prom  selection, 
Benny  Goodman.  Benny  has 
recently  been  the  target  of  a storm  of 
criticism  for  his  apparent  insincerity 
in  his  playing  on  recordings  and  per- 
sonal appearances.  True  he  has  been 
far  below  his  standards  of  two  years 
ago,  but  one  can  hardly  blame  him  for 
getting  tired  of  it  all  especially  after 
losing  some  of  his  key  men.  On  top  of 
all  this  a rumor  circulated  that  he  was 
ready  to  quit  within  the  next  year. 
That  was  recently  squelched  when  the 
trade  magazine  that  printed  the  rumor 
denied  that  it  was  Benny.  Secondly 
came  the  rise  of  the  sensational  Artie 
Shaw  who  threatened  and,  in  some 
places,  actually  took  away  B.  G.’s 
coveted  title  of  King  of  Swing.  The 
net  result  has  been  a determined 
about  face  by  Goodman  in  the  right 
direction.  During  the  past  month  his 
playing  has  lost  that  so  so  annoying 
mechanical  triteness  typical  of  bore- 
dom. We  don’t  claim  that  he  has  rea- 
ched the  standards  of  past  years  but 
we  do  say  at  the  same  pace  of  im- 
provement he  should  be  head  man 
again.  To  our  mind  he  should  have  no 
future  competition  from  Artie  Shaw 
who  recently  seems  to  have  incorpor- 
ated the  same  breaks,  solos,  figures, 
etc.  into  every  one  of  his  selections, 
producing  a deadly  monotonous  effect 
of  pounding  swing  rhythm.  Shaw 
seems  every  bit  as  bored  now  as  Good- 
man was  and  on  top  of  it  all  Artie  is 
not  going  out  of  his  way  one  bit  to 
please  John  Q.  Public.  By  the  end  of 
the  summer  if  Mr.  Shaw  doesn’t  do 
the  same  about  face  we  predict  he’ll 
find  himself  in  a situation  that  his  rival 
had  so  much  difficulty  in  overcoming. 
We  wish  to  state,  however,  that  we 
are  not  debunking  Shaw’s  ability  but 
what  he  seems  to  be  doing  with  it. 

Recordings 

Harry  James’s  new  band  is  certain- 
ly there.  First  group  of  recordings 
are  Sweet  Georgia  Brown;  Ciribiribin. 
Love’s  A Necesary  Thing;  Blame  It 
On  My  Last  Affair.  ’T ain’t  What  You 


Do;  Two  O'clock  Jump.  (Bruns.)  All 
the  sides  exhibit  a refreshing  lack  of 
restraint  that  is  usually  missing 
among  new  bands.  True,  the  band  is 
still  rough  in  spots,  but  Harry  on 
trumpet  and  a better  than  ever  Dave 
Mathews  on  alto  sax  share  the  bur- 
den of  keeping  the  boys  together.  Two 
O'clock  Jump,  is  listed  as  being  writ- 
ten by  James  but  don’t  you  believe  all 
you  read  for  it’s  nothing  more  than 
Count  Basie’s  One  O'clock  Jump,  all 
dressed  in  Two  O’Clock  rhythm  so 
Harry  says.  Backing  of  this  features 
the  Jimmy  Lunceford  killer.  Love  and 
Affair  prove  the  bands  danceability. 
Only  sour  note  is  Cirib  which  even 
James’s  trumpet  can’t  keep  from  be 
ing  corny.  This  band  should  go  places. 
The  leader  has  shown  a surprisingly 
pleasing  personality  and  it  has  appar- 
ently captured  the  right  spirit. 

This  month  celebrates  Glen  Gray’s 
Casa  Loma  Band  tenth  year  as  a unit 
and  in  return  the  band  plays  some  of 
the  best  sweet  stuff  turned  out  in 
ages.  A sure  fire  best  seller  is  Sunrise 
Serenade  backed  by  Heaven  Can 
Wait.  The  first  reveals  a marvelous 
delicateness  in  the  reeds  blend.  Heav- 
en outdorseys  T.  D.— if  you  get  what 
we  mean.  Other  equally  good  num- 
bers are  Shut-Eye;  I Promise  You, 
Last  Night  A Miracle  .Happened. 
Somehow  this  outfit  does  things  to 
commercial  tripe  that  brings  it  into 
the  listenable  class.  What  more  can 
we  say?  (Decca) 

Benny  Goodman  lives  up  to  our 
predictions  with  a worthwhile  com- 
mercial, Cuckoo  In  The  Clock  (minus 
Johnny  Mercer’s  vocal)  and  A Home 
In  The  Clouds  (plus  Martha  Tilton’s 
vocal).  Buddy  Schutz  and  Jerry  Jer- 
ome show  that  they’ve  made  them- 
selves right  at  home.  Tommy  Dorsey 
has  two  pretty  numbei'S.  On  the  swing 
side  is  Dean  Kincaide’s  cute  Peckin’ 
With  The  Penguins  with  some  smooth 
sax  work.  Backing  is  Jack  Leonard 
singing  the  new  hit  A New  Moon  And 
An  Old  Serenade.  It’s  a lucky  thing 
page  twenty,  please 


New  Victor  and  Blue  Bird 
Recordings 

Have  the  New  Ones  for  Houseparty 

26204 — 

The  Chestnut  Tree 
Three  Little  Fishes 

Hal  Kemp  and  His  Orchestra 

2620? — 

Red  Skies  in  the  Night 
Snug  as  a Bug  in  a Rug 

Swing  and  Sway  With 
Sammy  Kay 

26218 — 

Viper's  Dream 
Minor’s  Swing 

Quintet  of  the  Hot  Club  of 
Prance 

* * * * 

B-10195 — 

You  Grow  Sweeter  as  the  Years  Go  By 
If  You  Ever  Change  Your  Mind 

Artie  Shaw  and  His  Orchestra 

B-10196 — 

Strange  Enchantment 
That  Sentimental  Sandwich 

Ozzie  Nelson  and  His  Orchestra 

B-10197 — 

The  Moon  of  Manakoora 
Another  Night  Alone 

Van  Alexander  and  His 
Orchestra 

B-10216 — 

Who 

The  Blues  My  Baby  Gave  to  Me 

Frankie  Newton  and  His 
Orchestra 

PHILLIP’S 

Music  Store 


The  most  sensational 
value  ever  offered  in  a pri- 
vate secretarial ! 

Just  in  . . . 

Combination  Letter  File  and 
Safety  - Personal  Compartment 

• Keeps  important  papers,  corres- 
pondence, and  orders  at  your 
finger  tips — all  properly  indexed 
for  quick  easy  reference.  Stur- 
dily built  of  18  and  22  gauge 
steel.  Has  four  swivel  casters. 
Chrome  plated  handles  at  each 
end.  Height  30”.  Upper  com- 
partment 12”xl0y2”x24”.  Lower 
compartment  12”xl3”x24”.  Sep- 
arate locks  and  keys  for  both 
compartments. 

only  $12.00 

$ $ ^ ^ ^ 

All  Steel  Sectional 

Transfer  Cases 
S2.40  A SECTION 

Who  ever  heard  of  an  ALL 
STEEL  transfer  file  at  the  cost  of 
an  ordinary  “pasteboard  file”! 
Here  it  is  at  last!  25  inches  deep; 
made  of  24  and  26  gauge  steel. 

Lehigh  Stationery 
Company 

Complete  Line  of  School  and 
Office  Equipment 

14  W est  Fourth  Street 
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tlie  class  of 
1940 
presents 
the 

junior  prom 


with 


benny  goodman 
and  his 
orchestra 


MCA 


April,  1939 


featuring 
martha  tilton 


friday  the  twenty-first 
of  april  from  ten- 
thirty  until  three 

subscription: 

four-forty  for  couples 

two-twenty  for  gentlemen 
coming  alone 
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AFTERMATH 

by  Dave  Hughes  '39 

It  isn't  any  fun  to  he  a chessman  in  somebody 
else's  love  affair. 


WALKING  out  the  road  in  the 
glare  of  the  sunset,  with  a 
faint,  occasional  noise  from 
■Jown  coming  to  him  across  the  fields 
iie  passed  the  little  grove  of  maples 
and  came  to  the  cross  roads.  From 
the  road  the  drive  curved  in  to  the 
house,  across  the  wide,  cool  lawn,  and 
between  the  row  of  poplars  that  fol- 
lowed the  drive  he  could  see  the  ten- 
nis court  with  the  net  sagging  and  a 
patch  of  grass  growing  in  one  corner. 
The  house  was  quiet.  Standing  on  the 
porch  he  heard  the  bell  and  then  foot- 
steps coming  from  the  back  of  the 
house. 


But  you  made  a date  with  June  on 
the  night  before  you  went  back  to  col- 
lege, not  knowing  why  you  did  it.  And 
■you  went  to  her  place  feeling  sure  of 
‘yourself  and  yet  not  feeling  sure  of 
what  you  wanted  to  do.  Maybe  it  was 
just  a way  of  passing  an  evening; 
just  a date,  and  you  would  neck  and 
see  how  far  you  could  get  and  let  it 
go  at  that.  Or  perhaps  you  wanted  to 
hurt  her.  You  didn’t  know.  It  might 
even  have  been  that,  subconsciously, 
you  still  hoped  to  make  something  of 
it. 

June  said  “Come  in.”  and  he  open- 
ed the  screen  door.  She  smiled  at  him 
with  the  corners  of  her  mouth  turned 
down,  ironically. 

_ “Dad’s  gone  away  for  the  night  and 
mother’s  alone.  Do  you  mind  sticking 
around  for  a while?  I think  we  ought 
to  keep  her  company.” 

“No,  of  course  not.”  he  said,  “I 
don’t  mind.” 

Arid  of  course  it  really  didn’t  make 
any  difference.  It  might  be  a good 


thing  to  have  her  mother  there  for  a 
while  so  that  you  woudn’t  rush  into 
something  that  you’d  be  sorry  for. 
You  felt  confident  and  relaxed;  why 
be  in  a hurry. 

Mrs.  Thompson  came  in  and  they 
decided  to  play  cards.  He  built  a fire 
in  the  fireplace  and  set  up  the  card 
table  in  front  of  it.  They  played  rum- 
my, June  facing  her  mother  and  he 
sat  looking  at  the  fire  and  for  the 
most  part  listening  to  them  talk. 

Before  June  went  to  the  shore  for  a 
week  you  were  here  a lot.  Nearly 
every  afternoon  for  two  weeks  and 
often  staying  through  the  evening.  It 
started  when  she  called  you  on  the 
phone  the  day  after  you  had  the  dou- 
ble date  with  Bill  and  her  and  Helen, 
the  friend  from  school.  Of  course  it 
might  have  started  before  then  but 
that  was  a kind  of  official  opening. 
She  called  you  that  afternon  and  said 
that  she  wanted  to  have  a talk  with 
you,  and  when  you  asked  what  about, 
she  started  to  say  and  then  stopped 
and  hesitated  for  a while  and  finally 
said  that  she  and  Bill  weren’t  going 
together  any  more.  So  you  went  to 
her  place,  and  she  said  that  b reaking 
off  with  Bill  had  been  a terrific  shock 
to  her  and  you  tried  to  be  helpful 
not  quite  knowing  what  was  expected 
of  you.  But  she  soon  cheered  up  and 
you  began  to  talk  about  other  things. 
You  talked  about  religion  and  virgin- 
ity and  marriage  an d birth  control 
and  love  and  homosexuality;  any 
number  of  things  that  you  had  always 
wanted  to  discuss  with  a girl.  And  she 
spoke  quite  without  smut  or  prudery. 
The  next  night  you  went  to  see  her 
and  the  night  after  that.  You  began 
going  out  to  her  place  in  the  afternoon 
and  playing  tennis  or  going  swim- 
ming, and  often  staying  to  supper. 
And  in  the  evening  you  would  take  a 
long  walk  or  go  to  a show  or  perhaps 
just  stay  home  and  talk.  For  nearly 
a week  you  did  this  without  kissing 
her  or  touching  her  in  anyway.  You 
must  have  known  without  admitting 


it  to  yourself  that  she  was  still  think- 
ing of  Bill,  so  finally  you  wanted  to 
make  sure  and  you  asked  her  about  it. 
You  asked  her  in  nearly  so  many 
words  whether  your  being  with  her 
was  only  a fill-in  until  he  came  back. 
She  said,  not  at  all.  As  far  as  she  was 
concerned  Bill  could  have  dates  with 
her  like  anyone  else,  but  that  she  was 
definitely  free  and  neither  of  them 
worried  about  the  other  anymore. 

He  sat  looking  at  the  fire  and  play- 
ing his  cards  without  saying  very 
much.  Mrs.  Thompson  laid  down  her 
last  card  and  said,  “Rummy!” 

He  spread  out  his  hand  on  the  table 
with  a little  laugh  and  June  took  a 
pencil  and  began  totaling  the  score. 
She  said,  “That  puts  you  out,  mo- 
ther.” 

Mrs.  Thompson  stood  up.  “I  think 
I’ll  go  to  bed.  Goodnight  everyone, 
don’t  stay  up  too  late.” 

He  went  over  to  the  sofa  and  sat 
down,  looking  at  June  with  a half 
smile.  She  stood  in  front  of  the  fire- 
place, uncertainly.  “What  shall  we 
do?” 

He  shrugged  his  shoulders  without 
speaking  and  leaned  back  smiling 
faintly  and  looking  at  her.  She  stared 
at  the  fire  avoiding  his  eyes.  “Shall 
we  take  a walk?” 

He  waited  almost  a minute  before 
answering.  “Sure,”  he  said,  “let’s 
take  a walk.” 

She  said,  “I’ll  be  right  back.  I want 
to  get  my  coat.” 

You  kept  on  seeing  her  in  the  after- 
noons and  evenings  and  it  was  even 
better  than  before.  The  day  before 
she  went  to  Ocean  City  you  were  with 
her  nearly  all  day.  You  ate  supper 
alone  together  and  helped  her  with 
the  dishes.  Everything  seemed  so  per- 
fectly natural,  and  before  you  left 
that  night  you  knew  you  were  in  love. 
She  promised  to  write  and  let  you 
know  her  address;  a very  tender  part- 
ing. 

He  opened  the  door  for  her  and 
they  stepped  out  into  the  night.  The 
moon  had  risen  above  the  grove.  It 
was  perfectly  round  and  white  and 
the  air  was  clear  with  the  first  tang 
of  fall  in  it.  They  walked  slowly  down 
the  drive.  The  poplars  stood,  tall  and 
slim  in  the  moonlight,  rustling  faintly, 
and  casting  long,  black  moonshadows 
across  their  path  and  out  on  to  the 
lawn.  They  went  down  to  the  road 
quietly,  and  keeping  a little  distance 
apart. 

Your  getting  to  know  Bill  was  in 
itself,  perhaps  the  best  part  of  the 
whole  affair.  You  remembered  him 
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from  high  school  as  a wise-cracking 
kid  who  hung  around  the  poolroom  a 
lot.  When  you  saw  him  at  the  swim- 
ming pool  a few  days  after  June  left, 
you  started  to  talk  with  him  mostly 
on  the  principle  of  keeping  the  enemy 
close  to  you.  But  Bill  was  friendly  and 
you  found  he  was  a bright  young  man 
with  a good  sense  of  humor.  He  was 
working  in  a bank  and  going  to  school 
nights,  but  just  then  he  was  having 
a week  vacation.  You  saw  a lot  of  him 
afternoons  at  the  pool  that  week  and 
one  evening  he  called  for  you  and  you 
went  to  a show  together,  and  after- 
wards he  stopped  his  car  in  front  of 
your  place  and  you  sat  in  the  car  and 
talked.  Up  to  then  neither  of  you  had 
mentioned  June  but  had  consciously 
talked  around  the  subject,  trying  to 
feel  out  the  others  attitude.  Now,  sud- 
denly you  were  discussing  her  calmly 
and  impersonally. 

At  the  crossroads  they  turned  left. 

“So  we  can  look  at  the  moon  com- 
ing back.”  he  said  drily,  and  glanced 
at  her  without  smiling. 

The  road  ahead  of  them  dipped  and 
was  lost  in  shadow.  Across  the  little 
valley  it  reappeared  and  curved  to  the 
left  past  a church.  On  both  sides  of 
the  road  were  corn  fields.  The  corn 
had  been  cut  and  the  shocks  stood 
squat  and  silent  across  the  dark 
sweep  of  the  hill.  They  walked  slowly, 
and  kept  a little  apart.  The  moon  was 
brilliant. 

You  and  Bill  talked  about  June  and 
at  first  you  were  a little  cautious,  try- 
ing to  find  where  the  other  stood.  You 
both  agreed  that  she  was  a swell  girl, 
and  good  looking,  no  doubt  about  it. 
And  she  dresses  well  too.  Then  Bill 
said  something  about  driving  her  to 
the  shore  on  Sunday  afternoon,  and 
you  said,  on  Sunday?  That’s  funny 
because  I had  a date  with  her  on  Fri- 
day night,  and  she  said  she  was  leav- 
ing early  the  next  morning.  Bill  star- 
ted to  laugh.  He  said.  No,  I had  a 
date  with  her  Saturday  night.  But  I 
wanted  to  see  her  Friday  and  she  told 
me  she  had  to  drive  her  mother  to 
Philadelphia.  Then  both  of  you  laugh- 
ed and  began  comparing  dates,  and 
found  that  Bill  had  taken  her  horse 
back  riding  the  night  she  told  you 
her  father  was  taking  her  to  a ball 
game.  And  in  the  same  way  she  had 
explained  to  one  of  you,  nearly  every 
date  the  other  had  had.  Bill  got  a lit- 
tle sore,  because  he  said  that  every 
time  he  had  a date  with  her,  she  wan- 
ted him  to  come  back  and  start  going 
steady  again.  And  she  said  that  no- 
body else  mattered  and  she  couldn’t 
bear  the  thought  of  being  with  an- 


other boy. 

There  was  a stream  at  the  bottom 
of  the  hill  and  mist  was  rising  from 
it.  He  felt  chilly  and  began  to  walk 
faster,  and  she  kept  in  step  with  him, 
looking  ahead  at  the  church  in  the 
bend  of  the  road.  When  they  had  pas- 
sed the  church  they  began  to  walk 
more  slowly. 

She  said,  “You  know,  I was  just 
thinking.  . 

She  hesitated  and  glanced  at  him 
and  he  looked  at  her,  unsmiling,  wait- 
ing. 

“I  was  thinking  that  this  is  the  last 
time  we  will  see  each  other  for  a long 
while,  and  . . .” 

She  paused  again  and  he  said, 
“Yes,”  with  no  inflection,  and  looked 
at  her,  waiting. 

“Well  I think  we  should  try  to 
make  it  something  special.” 

He  said,  “Should  we?  How  do  you 
mean?” 

She  said,  “Well,  it’s  just  when  two 
people  have  been  together  as  much  as 
we  have,  I think  it  would  be  nice  if 
we  could  do  something  different, 
something  we  could  remember.” 

“That’s  right,”  he  said,  “What  do 
you  suggest?” 

“I  don’t  know.” 

He  began  to  laugh  quietly.  “No,  I 
suppose  you  don’t.” 

They  had  turned  left  again,  and 
were  walking  with  the  moon  in  front 
of  them. 

You  talked  about  June  and  finally 
Bill  said,  what  the  hell,  I'm  not  much 
for  this  confession  stuff,  but  I might 
as  well  be  frank  with  you.  Whenever 


we  have  talked  about  experiences 
with  girls,  I’ve  always  been  careful 
to  explain  that  I have  had  other  dates 
all  the  while  I was  going  with  June, 
because  I knew  you  would  be  think- 
ing of  her  and  putting  two  and  two 
together.  Well  I’ll  tell  you  now  June 
is  the  only  girl  I ever  had.  The  reason 
we  broke  up  was  because  she  was 
four  days  past  her  time  and  her  mo- 
ther found  out  about  it.  I went  up  to 
her  house  that  night,  ready  to  make 
plans  for  getting  maried,  but  she  met 
me  at  the  door  and  told  me  every- 
thing was  all  right.  It  was  a false 
alarm.  Just  the  same  she  was  pretty 
scared  and  her  mother  had  drilled  her 
with  the  idea  that  she  shouldn’t  get 
married  before  she  got  through  school, 
and  that  maybe  I wasn’t  really  good 
enough  for  her.  We  pulled  the  sofa  in 
front  of  the  fireplace  and  talked  it 
out,  and  we  decided  that  I stay  away 
for  a while  and  see  what  happened. 
Maybe  we  weren’t  as  much  in  love  as 
we  thought.  Anyway  a rest  wouldn’t 
hurt  either  of  us  and  it  would  make 
things  easier  for  her  at  home.  And 
you  said  that  was  fair  enough,  and 
Bill  laughed  and  said  yes,  but  he  had 
decided  that  he  wasn’t  in  love  with 
her  and  didn’t  want  to  go  back,  so 
maybe  she  was  just  protecting  her  in- 
terests the  best  she  could  . But  all  you 
kept  thinking  was  suppose  you  hadn’t 
met  Bill  and  suppose  you  hadn’t  talk- 
ed about  June;  what  would  you  be 
doing  now;  how  would  you  feel  and 
what  would  you  be  doing. 

At  the  door  she  said.  “It’s  only 
twelve.  Do  you  want  to  come  in  for 
page  eighteen,  please 
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WHEN  it  comes  to  taking  the 
wind  out  of  a freshman’s 
sails  there  are  no  two  more 
proficient  gentlemen  at  Lehigh  than 
Jimmy  and  Mike  of  the  gymnasium 
force.  With  Jimmy  supplying  the 
heavy  artillery  and  Mike  playing  the 
passive  role  of  second,  the  raw  fresh- 
man is  quickly  reduced  from  arro- 
gance to  submission  in  double-quick 
time.  I speak  from  experience. 

I was  quite  interested  in  athletics 
when  I came  to  Lehigh.  I knew  that 
Lehigh  had  fostered  a very  fine  foot- 
ball player  named  Pat  Pazzetti,  but 
I was  sure  enough  that  he  couldn’t 
have  run  a close  second  to  me.  I 
strode  into  the  storeroom  and  de- 
manded to  be  fitted  out  in  the  proper 
equipage  to  perform  for  the  coaches. 

I was  out  again,  a little  time  later, 
feeling  the  least  bit  less  cocky  and 
not  exactly  fitted  to  my  expectations. 
To  this  day  I think  that  that  outfit 
had  a great  deal  to  do  with  my  not 
making  All-American.  Take  it  or 
leave  it.  The  pants  were  a couple 
of  sizes  too  large,  as  were  the  should- 
erpads;  the  helmet  only  partially  got 
over  my  head,  the  shoes  were  too  big 
and  showed  evident  signs  of  wear.  In 
order  to  get  away  from  Jimmy’s  caus- 
tic tongue,  I took  the  stuff  and  also 
the  nearest  door  out.  The  only  reason 
that  I haven’t  kept  a grudge  against 
those  two  is  that  I have  really  got  to 
know  them.  That’s  the  case  with 
everyone  who  has  been  in  the  same 
situation. 

Jimmy  is  rounding  out  his  thirty- 
eighth  year  at  Lehigh,  since  Decem- 
ber, 1901.  At  that  time,  Jimmy’s 
brother,  Pat,  being  something  of  a 
pugilist,  was  teaching  the  manly  art 
to  the  future  engineers.  Urged  by  Pat 
and  Billy  Burkhardt,  Jimmy  took 
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“Jimmy”  . . . 


Damon 

and 

Pythias 

Two  familiar  faces  as 
seen  through  the  eyes 
of  that  Hibernian  Hill- 
hilly, 
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over  the  storeroom  of  the  gym,  then 
in  Coppee  Hall.  Except  for  a few 
years  when  he  was  down  with  ill- 
ness, Jimmy  has  been  on  active  duty 
ever  since. 

In  1919  Jimmy  was  appointed  coach 
of  the  swimming  team  by  Bosey  Reit- 
er, and  in  conjunction  with  swim- 
ming, taught  tumbling  and  the  tricky 
art  of  swinging  the  Indian  clubs.  He 
developed  some  fine  swimmers  and 
gymnasts.  James  Bailey,  coached  by 
Jimmy,  won  the  Middle  A.  A.  U. 
tumbling  championship.  (His  son, 
who  is  now  a sophomore  at  Lehigh, 
should  be  interested.)  Frankenfield 
took  the  Middle  A.  A.  U.  club-swing- 
ing title.  Jimmy  is  as  good  a coach 
as  he  is  a critic. 

Ill  health  made  Jimmy  give  up 
coaching,  but  since  1922  he  has  taught 
swimming.  He  is  in  his  glory  at  the 
side  of  the  pool.  The  rule  which  re- 
quires that  all  students  be  able  to 
swim  the  length  of  the  pool  supplies 
Jimmy  with  his  lack  of  talent.  His  is 
the  perfect  teaching  technique. 
Knowing  that  the  fear  of  the  water 
is  the  basis  for  all  the  trouble,  Jim- 
my merely  creates  in  the  pupil  a 
greater  fear  of  the  instructor.  Rath- 
er than  climb  out  of  the  pool  to  face 
the  wrath  of  the  irate  Irishman,  he 
paddles  madly  in  a frantic  effort  to 
prove  himself  worthy  of  praise.  One 
fellow,  who  had  never  swum  before, 
learned  to  swim  the  length  of  the 
pool  within  the  space  of  a day.  Jim- 
my has  had  many  cases  where  the 
pupil  has  learned  in  four  or  five  days. 
Only  Jimmy  can  put  that  beautiful 
condemnation  in  the  words  when  he 
cries  despairingly  to  the  tiring  pu- 
pils, “Aaah,  you’re  so  damned,  dumb!” 

Members  of  the  faculty  who  have 
had  to  teach  their  espoused  the  art 
of  driving  can  appreciate  Jimmy’s 
skill  when,  in  six  weeks,  he  teaches 


fifteen  faculty  wives  how  to  swim. 

Jimmy  is  a remarkable  judge  of 
character  and  many  are  the  examples 
of  his  perspicuity  in  that  line.  But 
by  far  his  most  striking  feature  is  his 
uncanny  memory.  Names,  dates, 
events  ...  all  are  neatly  pigeon- 
holed in  that  Mahoney  mind  and  can. 
be  called  forth  at  any  time.  Even  voi- 
ces have  their  place. 

One  day  I was  lounging  in  the  of- 
fice talking  to  Jimmy  and  Mike.  Jim- 
my was  rattling  off  the  fine  points  of 
Emerson.  Being  an  incurable  opti- 
mist, Jimmy  is  much  impressed  with 
Emerson.  He  can  find  a workable 
philosophy  in  his  writings.  The  con- 
versation was  interrupted  by  the  en- 
trance of  a freshman.  All  he  said  was, 
“Can  I please  have  a towel?” 

Jimmy  looked  up  and  I swear  his 
ears  quivered.  “Is  your  name  Saw- 
tell?”  The  boy  nodded.  “I  thought  so. 
You  look  just  like  your  father.” 
Many’s  the  time  I’ve  seen  alumni 
drift  in  to  see  Jimmy.  There  is  the 
usual  procedure.  The  handshake  and 
then,  “Do  you  remember  me?”  They 
are  never  disappointed.  Jimmy  never 
forgets. 

“Sure,  You’re  Joe  Doak.  Used  to 
play  lacrosse  about  1910.”  Joe’s 
pleased  smile  is  enough  for  Jimmy. 

Jimmy’s  biggest  thrill  came  not  in 
a wrestling  meet  nor  a football  game, 
but  in  a sport  which  has  not  been 
faring  so  well  lately.  It  was  a base- 
ball game  with  the  traditional  riv- 
als from  Easton.  Leading  by  two  runs 
in  the  tenth,  Lehigh  allowed  Lafay- 
ette to  fill  the  bases.  The  batter  lined 
out  to  the  pitcher;  he  threw  to  third, 
and  the  third  baseman  threw  to  sec- 
ond, completing  a triple  play.  The 
play  was  made  in  1904  — Badgy  to 
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SUMMER’S  END 

by  Dave  Hughes  ’ 39 


Fluttering  cool  of  curtains 
and  morning  sounds  and  the  pain 
of  light  on  half-rested  eyes. 
,Eight  o’clock  . . .from  six  is  two  hours 
sleep,  with  the  train  leaving  at  ten 
twenty-nine.  He  got  out  of  bed.  His 
eyes  were  hot  and  dry  and  he  felt 
hollow;  (this  is  the  way  the  world 
ends)  nothing  left  inside;  nothing 
left  to  do  but  get  it  over  with.  On  the 
last  day,  in  the  last  hour  of  the  last 
day,  and  for  the  last  time.  ( — this  is 
the  way  the  world  ends,  not  with  a 
bang  but  a whimper.)  He  picked  up 
his  suitcase  and  went  down  stairs. 

On  the  front  porch  he  said  good-by 
to  his  uncle. 

“Good-by,  Uncle  Dan,  I hope  I can 
get  to  see  you  next  summer.  I’ve  had 
a swell  time.” 

And  for  the  last  time  he  walked 
across  the  street  and  down  to  Nancy’s 
house. 

She  opened  the  door,  looking  very 
fresh  and  cool,  and  her  mother,  in  the 
next  room,  called,  “I  hear  you’re 
leaving  us,  Bob.”  They  looked  at  each 
other  quietly  for  a moment,  and  then 
he  followed  her  into  the  dining  room. 
Her  mother  waved  a spoon  at  him. 
“Won’t  you  have  something  before 
you  leave?” 

Nancy  said,  “We’re  going  to  have 
breakfast  in  Auburn.” 

“You’ve  been  awfully  kind  to  me, 
Mrs.  Pierce.  I certainly  appreciate  it.” 
He  felt  awkward  and  somehow  em- 
barrassed. 

“Mother,  we  want  you  to  take  some 
pictures  of  us,  together.” 

Out  on  the  lawn  she  stood  so  close 
to  him  that  he  put  his  arm  around  her 
although  he  didn’t  want  to,  with  her 
mother  watching.  How  much  did  she 
know  about  them.  Did  she  suspect,  or 
did  she  know  and  approve.  Nancy 
looked  up  at  him,  and,  feeling  sud- 
denly reckless,  he  kissed  her  lightly 
on  the  forehead.  Mrs.  Pierce  smiled. 

“I’m  glad  you  and  Nancy  have  had 
such  a good  time  together.  We’ll  look 
forward  to  seeing  you  again  next 
summer.” 

The  car  rolled  out  of  the  drive, 
Good-by!,  and  down  the  street,  be- 
tween the  trees,  between  the  quiet 
houses,  and  at  the  end  of  town  the 


cement  highway  to  Auburn,  winding 
beside  the  deserted  canal.  She  drove 
looking  straight  ahead,  and  he  slump- 
ed sideways  in  the  seat,  watching  her 
drive  and  the  wind  whipping  her  hair 
across  her  cheek,  and  feeling  the  slow 
warmth  of  the  morning  rising  from 
the  road. 

Eight-thirty  to  ten-twenty  nine  is 
two  hours. 

She  said,  “My  mother  likes  you, 
Bob.  She  would  never  have  let  us 
have  our  pictures  taken  like  that  if 
she  didn’t.”  She  glanced  at  him,  smil- 
ing, and  he  moved  closer  to  her  on  the 
seat. 

In  Auburn  they  ate  breakfast  at  a 
drugstore  counter;  bright,  cold  metal 
and  marble,  and  the  clerk  with  pim- 
ples watching  them.  The  food  made 
no  difference  with  his  feeling  hollow. 
He  bought  a Collier’s  to  read  on  the 
train. 

One  hour  and  thirty  minutes  to 
train  time. 

She  looked  at  him  brightly,  one 
hand  on  the  gear  shift. 

“Where  to?” 

“I  don’t  know.  Lets  get  out  of  town 
for  a while.”  He  spoke  very  slowly 
and  the  hollow  feeling  was  worse 
than  ever. 

“Try  not  to  think  about  it,  darling. 
We  still  have  a little  time  left.” 

“I  know,  I know.” 

When  they  were  driving  among 
open  fields  it  began  to  rain,  not  fast, 
and  with  a barely  noticeable  darken- 
ing. She  turned  the  car  into  a rutted 
lane  and  stopped  just  beyond  a rise 
that  hid  them  from  the  highway.  The 
rain  fell  softly,  with  a restful  sound. 
It  reminded  him  of  a time  when  he 
had  been  sick  for  a long  while  and 
had  lain  in  bed  listening  to  the  rain. 
The  sense  of  being  empty  and  alone 
was  gone,  and  he  felt  rested  and 
quiet. 

Across  the  field  a man  was  plowing 
with  two  horses,  moving  unhurriedly 
across  the  dark  brown  soil.  The  rain 
fell  straight  down  and  made  little 
streams  on  the  windshield. 

But  then,  to  be  quiet  and  not  alone 
for  a little  while  was  not  enough. 
Not  enough  with  the  warm  surge  of 
her  body;  and  why  not  for  the  last 
time  together  and  alone  beyond  the 


hill  and  in  the  rain  with  only  a little 
while  sliding  from  them  and  for  the 
last  time  close  and  growing  one  with 
blood  madness  . . . 

She  said,  “There’s  someone  watch- 
ing us.” 

The  man  had  stopped  plowing 
across  from  the  car  and  was  staring 
at  them.  They  drew  apart  slowly.  He 
wanted  to  laugh,  and  turned  and 
waved  to  the  man  as  the  car  backed, 
skidding  into  the  soft  ground.  It  had 
stopped  raining. 

At  the  station  she  waited  outside 
while  he  bought  a ticket.  Ten  twenty 
— and  for  nine  minutes  they  sat  to- 
gether in  the  car.  People  were  waiting 
for  the  train,  and  they  sat  together  in 
the  car  and  looked  at  the  cartoons  in 
Collier’s.  When  the  train  came  he  took 
his  suitcase  on  board  and  stood  by  his 
seat  for  a moment  until  the  conduc- 
tor yelled,  “All  Aboard!”  Then  for  the 
last  time  her  face,  and  they  were 
pressing  close-together.  The  conduc- 
tor had  one  foot  on  the  step. 

“All  right  sonny,  snap  out  of  it.” 
She  clung  to  him. 

“Write  to  me,  darling.” 

“Oh  I will,  I will!’  ’ 

From  Auburn  to  Ithaca  the  rail- 
road skirts  the  lake;  and  across  the 
lake  on  that  beach,  and  in  the  pavil- 
ion above  the  lake  and  the  woods  be- 
yond, and  all  for  a little  time,  (this  is 
the  way  the  world  ends  this  is  the 
way  the  world  ends)  And  at  Ithaca 
he  changed  trains  for  Philadelphia. 
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The  Gentle  Art 

A unique  Houseparty  specialty  calculated 
to  round  out  the  University  Curriculum. 

by  Howard  J.  Lewis  ’ 40 


UNLESS  something  terrible  hap- 
pens, there  will  be  a house- 
party  on  the  weekend  of  the 
twenty-first  and  second.  The  magnol- 
ias will  be  popping  out,  the  bees  will 
begin  to  buzz,  and  the  hormones  will 
begin  to  horm.  Formal  education  will 
be  east  to  the  winds  and  the  more 
practical  aspects  of  life  will  hold 
sway.  Amid  all  this  blossoming  and 
change,  there  will  be  the  old  struggle 
again.  Fraternity  men  are  thinking 
that  this  is  going  to  be  the  big  house- 
party,  and  are  practicing  the  smug 
smile  in  front  of  a mirror. 

In  their  little  minds  they  have  some 
absurd  faith  that  this  time  his  victim 
will  be  powerless  to  resist  his  attrac- 
tions. They  see  an  orgy  of  hand-hold- 
ing until  all  hours  of  the  night.  They 
never  realize  that  as  they  develop 
their  powers  of  seduction  the  girl  is 
equipping  herself  even  more  with  the 
means  of  resistance.  The  unfortunate 
males  can  never  get  to  first  base  be- 
cause their  attack  is  always  centered 
along  one  line  instead  of  a number  of 
varied  approaches. 

The  successful  lover  is  the  man 
who  can  shift  his  attack  to  suit  the 
subject.  We  print  herewith  a digest  of 
the  different  approaches  that  have 
been  found  fruitful  in  the  past. 

THE  PASSIONATE  APPROACH: 
You  seize  her  in  your  arms  and 
clasp  her  to  you.  You  let  the  fire  in 
your  eyes  play  up  and  down  her 
face.  (This  fire  business  is  a natural 
phenomenon.  You  have  to  get  your 
own  fire.  We  can’t  help  you.  If  you 
see  a fire  in  her  eyes,  you  certainly 
don’t  need  this.)  You  focus  the  flame 
of  your  desire  upon  her.  Oh  Gene- 
vieve, you  scream,  my  little  pink 
flower  of  heaven,  why  do  you  let  me 
suffer  from  the  pangs  of  unrequited 


love?  Fly  to  me  from  the  real  and 
dreary  world.  Come  away  with  me  to 
my  palace  of  love  high  in  the  Olym- 
pic heights  of  my  desire.  I lay  my  life 
at  your  feet.  It  is  yours  to  do  with  it 
what  you  want.  (Here  you  can  kneel 
down  and  kiss  her  foot,  but  is  danger- 
ous if  you  don’t  know  the  girl  very 
well.  A friend  of  ours  lost  two  teeth 
that  way.  But  it  is  always  good  to 
kneel,  after  borrowing  the  girl’s 
handkerchief  first  of  course.) 

THE  TENDER  PARTING: 

This  requires  the  utmost  serious- 
ness. The  time  for  bandying  words 
has  gone.  We  are  grown  up  now  and 
must  face  the  world  with  reality.  You 
hold  her  hands  tenderly  in  yours  and 
look  into  her  eyes  long  and  hard. 
Genevieve,  you  say,  the  military  de- 
partment says  that  all  wars  begin  in 
April  and  already  this  is  the  twenty- 
second.  There  is  not  much  time  left 
before  I must  go  off  to  join  my  bud- 
dies over  there.  I am  going  to  fight  for 
an  ideal,  to  save  someone  else’s  sweet- 
heart. We  have  not  much  time  left 
together.  Perhaps  I may  be  called 
away  before  I can  ever  see  you  again. 
Perhaps  my  number  will  be  on  a bul- 
let and  I may  never  come  back.  Oh, 
Genevieve,  make  this  last  night  some- 
thing for  us  to  remember  forever  and 
ever,  something  that  will  transcend 
death  itself.  Please,  O please  knit  me 
a nice  pair  of  good,  warm  socks. 
Looking  at  the  socks  in  the  cold  win- 
ter nights  will  remind  me  of  you.  (If 
she  says  you’re  a damned  fool  for 
risking  your  own  neck  on  foreign  soil, 
you  just  pack  up  and  get  another  girl, 
one  that  appreciates  the  finer  things 
in  life. 

THE  LOVE  OF  LIFE  APPROACH: 
This  one  requires  a tremendous  fin- 


esse and  delicacy  of  handling.  This  is 
no  job  for  the  amateur,  but  for  the 
advanced  student.  You  have  to  have  a 
lot  of  gestures,  fingers  stretched  up- 
ward to  the  stars  and  lower  lip  atrem- 
ble  in  ecstasy.  Depending  on  the  girl, 
it  might  be  best  to  let  your  hair  grow 
a little  in  the  back  if  you  intend  to 
use  this  method  of  attack.  But  first  of 
all,  make  sure  the  victim  is  well-read 
in  literature,  knows  her  Byron  and 
Thomas  Wolfe.  Otherwise  you  might 
run  into  trouble  if  the  girl  mistakes 
that  lust  of  life  for  just  plain  lust. 

This  is  going  to  take  some  buildup. 
You  just  can’t  step  into  it  like  that. 
You  excite  her  curiosity  by  acting  a 
little  odd  and  stand-offish.  You  have 
to  have  self-control.  After  she  asks 
you,  wrinkling  her  little  brow,  what 
the  hell  is  the  matter  with  you,  you 
shake  your  head  ruefully  and  say  she 
just  doesn’t  understand  you,  that’s  all. 
What  do  you  mean,  she  doesn’t  under- 
stand you?  Now  you  start.  Both  bar- 
rels. 

Genevieve,  you  say,  you  just  don’t 
look  at  life  the  way  I do.  I believe  in 
living  life  to  its  utmost,  in  extracting 
every  bit  of  good  in  it,  taking  life  like 
an  orange  and  squeezing  from  it 
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every  drop  of  goodness  there  is  in  it. 
After  all,  our  life  is  just  an  instant  in 
time.  We  are  such  petty  things  that 
there  is  no  use  at  all  worrying  away 
our  lives  at  things  that  are  so  trivial 
when  viewed  in  the  great  cosmic 
space  that  is  the  universe.  Let  us 
make  the  most  of  our  little  allotment 
on  this  sphere.  Let  us  live  life  and 
love  to  the  fullest.  Eat,  drink,  and  be 
merry  for  tomorrow  we  may  die. 
What  do  we  care  about  the  petty 
things  in  life, eh  ? Ours  is  the  whole 
world  to  grasp  and  enjoy.  (All  that 
is  heady  stuff  and  you  should  be  care- 
ful. Overdoses  are  fatal.) 

BIG  STRONG  MAN  APPROACH: 

This  one  doesn’t  need  any  prepara- 
tion at  all.  Either  you  are  that  way  or 
you  aren’t.  But  one  must  be  careful 
what  kind  of  woman  one  works  it  on. 
Some  authorities  say  that  the  weaker 
women  are  just  bowled  over  and 
others  say  that  the  strong  women  like 
to  be  domineered  more.  We  always 
found  that  the  small,  mousy  kind  was 
the  safest.  This  is  the  kind  of  thing 
that  you  need  experience  in. 

The  technique  is  not  quite  so  ele- 
mentary. You  must  always  be  careful 
to  keep  up  the  pace.  Let  down  a min- 
ute and  you  are  lost.  No  flagging  of 
spirits  here.  One  must  have  that  Dick 
Merriwell  spirit  to  keep  on  going  in 
spite  of  all  obstacles.  Make  sure  she 
doesn’t  pack  a stilletto.  Don’t  try  this 
on  the  Latin  type. 

You  go  at  it  like  this.  Ah,  Gene- 
vieve, you  murmur  through  clenched 
teeth,  you  frail  little  mite  of  feminin- 
ity. I have  sworn  by  the  sign  of  the 
bull  that  I will  not  let  you  escape 
from  me  tonight.  You  must  be  mine. 
You  have  led  me  into  this,  you  sly 
little  thing,  and  now  there  is  no  turn- 
ing back.  I will  not  let  myself  be  twis- 
ted by  a mere  woman.  All  my  life  I 
have  waited  for  this  perfect  moment 
when  you  would  be  mine,  all  mine. 
You  are  powerless  to  resist.  I shall 
never  relinquish  you  to  another.  You 
are  just  a victim  of  my  sheer  brute 
strength.  (As  a last  added  caution — 
some  of  them  bite.) 


THE  FRAIL  WORSHIPER  Approach: 

This  one,  of  course,  is  a pipe  for 
those  lads  that  are  slight  of  figure. 
This  one  is  about  the  safest  of  all  the 
approaches.  Absolutely  no  danger  at 
all.  On  the  other  hand,  it  isn’t  any 
fun  either,  and  the  results  aren’t  any 
too  good.  The  smart  thing  to  do  is  to 
look  for  a sweet  young  girl  who  has 
just  escaped  from  the  clutches  of  a 
Big  Strong  Man.  You  should  be  able 
to  find  one  of  those  disillusioned 
things  staggering  around.  Make  a bee- 
line for  her  and  start  right  in. 

You  run  after  her  and  tug  at  the 
hem  of  her  dress.  When  she  turns 
around  you  can  get  off  the  floor  and 
pull  her  over  to  a divan  and  seat 
yourself  at  a respectful  distance.  This 
will  be  all  so  new  to  her  that  your 
battle  is  half  won.  For  the  first  couple 
of  minutes  you  say  nothing.  You  just 
breathe  heavily.  This  is  surprisingly 


effective  and  very  easy  after  running 
across  the  floor  on  your  hands  and 
knees. 

Oh,  you  sweet  gorgeous  thing,  you 
declaim  vehemently  after  dusting  off 
your  knees,  you  are  a very  goddess  of 
beauty.  You  are  so  utterly  different 
from  the  rest  of  them  around  here 
that  I couldn’t  rest  until  I met  you. 
You’re  not  like  the  rest  at  all.  You’re 
different.  (She’ll  know  what  you 
mean.)  I am  simply  carried  away  by 
the  divine  perfections  of  your  body. 
(On  second  thought,  you’d  better 
make  it  face.)  I am  helpless  before 
your  matchless  beauty.  And  I bet  you 
that  you  play  tennis  well,  too.  You 
look  like  the  athletic  type.  I admire 
athletic  women  so  much.  The  kind 
that  are  graceful  and  not  too  bulgy 
with  muscles.  I believe  that  women 
should  have  equal  rights  with  men, 
don’t  you?  In  fact,  to  be  quite  frank 
with  you,  I really  believe  it  is  the  wo- 
men that  run  this  world.  A man’s 


whole  life  depends  on  the  woman  he 
marries.  I wish  I had  a girl  like  you 
to  look  after  me  and  protect  me. 
(Just  don’t  overdo  it,  that’s  all.) 

THE  STUDENT  IN  ENGINEERING 
APPROACH: 

This  is  one  of  the  most  unsuccessful 
approaches  we  ever  heard  of,  but  it  is 
so  common  and  so  well-liked  at  Le- 
high, we  thought  we  had  better  in- 
clude it  so  as  to  satisfy  everyone. 
There  is  no  special  preparation  for 
this  one.  You  don’t  even  have  to  look 
for  any  particular  woman.  You  will 
have  the  same  results  no  matter 
whom  you  choose. 

It  goes  like  this.  You  place  Gene- 
vieve on  the  sofa,  lock  the  door,  dim 
the  lights  and  then  sit  beside  her, 
close  to  her  with  your  arm  about  her, 
locking  her  tightly  to  you.  Genevieve, 
you  whisper,  the  funniest  thing  hap- 
pened to  me  in  lab  today.  The  fellow 
right  next  to  me  was  mixing  some  so- 
dium orthopermanganate  and  some 
hydrogen  putrisulfide  in  a test  tube, 
you  know,  and  it  was  making  an  aw- 
ful smell.  You  know  how  hydrogen 
putrisulfide  smells.  Just  like  an  old, 
rotten  sewer.  I was  washing  off  a fil- 
ter of  potassium  orthoferrichromate 
with  some  ester  acid.  You  know  what 
p.o.  is,  don’t  you?  We  call  it  p.  o.  for 
short.  It’s  black  stuff,  like.  Anyway, 
there  were  fumes  from  my  acid  and 
the  stuff  that  he  was  mixing  and  they 
united  in  the  air  and  guess  what  hap- 
pened. Can’t  you  guess?  Putrisalicylic 
carbonate  was  formed.  I thought  you 
knew  that  one.  I told  it  to  you  once 
before.  You  ought  to  remember  things 
like  that.  Anyway  there  was  a big 
yellow  cloud  of  that  stuff  formed  and 
it  precipitated  everybody’s  unknowns 
in  the  whole  room.  Boy,  they  were 
sore.  (A  good  story  like  that  may  be 
successful.  The  girl  will  do  anything 
to  change  the  subject.) 

• 


“Da  blood  red  beams  of  da  moon 
played  a ghostly  flame  on  da  facade 
of  da  Foist  National  Bank.” 
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THE 

STRIKE 


Joe  Sorta  Used  Psychology 


by  Nelson  Leivis  '39 


IT  was  sorta  like  a lesson  in  psy- 
chology, sorta.  Them  Hunky  women 
was  tough,  but  old  Joe  took  the 
fight  right  out’v  em  that  day.  They 
come  down  that  hill  behind  the  Harry 
E.  colliery,  fifty  of  em,  a’screechin 
and  a’shakin  their  sticks  and  a’shoutin 
they  was  gonna  win  that  strike  for 
their  men.  Old  Anna  Terpak  was  lea- 
din  with  a ax  over  her  shoulder,  just 
a’leadin  em  down  that  hill  like  cows, 
—Boy,  I’m  a’tellin  ya. 

And  the  staties  an’  the  sheriff  an’ 
the  deppities  was  all  a’scairt.  But  Joe, 
he  wasn’t  a’scairt  a’tall,  he  had  it  all 
figgered  out.  They  was  all  fer  shootin, 
but  Joe,  he  just  stands  there,  a’suckin 
his  pipe  and  a’sayin  “Lemme  handle 
this  boys,  lemme  handle  this.”  They 
come  down  that  hill  a’hellin,  with  old 
Anna  Terpak  a’shoutin  and  shakin 
that  ax.  Them  deppities  was  scairt. 
Boy,  I’m  a’tellin  ya. 

They  come  a’hellin  to  the  fence, 
and  old  Anna  knocks  a few  slats  out 
with  the  ax  and  them  fifty  Hunky 
women  starts  a’comin  through  that 
fence  still  a’screechin  and  a’sayin 
they’re  gonna  win  that  strike.  Ain’t 
never  seen  no  women  act  so  tough. 
Old  Anna  keeps  on  a’leadin  down 
over  that  ash  dump  by  the  power- 
house and  right  up  to  them  staties, 
just  a’wavin  that  ax  and  shoutin. 
Boy!  I’m  a’tellin  ya. 

But  Joe,  he’s  got  it  all  figgered 
out.  He  just  shoves  his  pipe  in  his 
pocket  and  says,  ‘‘Lemme  handle  this, 
boys.”  He  starts  a’runnin  toward  An- 
na. Anna  can’t  figger  it  out,  but  she 
keeps  a’comin  toward  him.  The  staties 
and  the  deppities  just  can’t  figger  it 
out  and  they  just  sorta  stand  there. 
Joe  comes  up  to  Anna,  and  she  lets 
fly  with  that  ax.  But  Joe,  he  just 
ducks  and  drops  her  with  the  prettiest 
tackle  I ever  seen.  Nobody  c’n  figger 
it  out.  Anna’s  a’kickin  and  a’screechin 
at  the  top  of  her  voice,  but  Joe,  he 


don’t  waste  no  time.  He’s  got  it  all 
figgered  out.  He  just  takes  her  skirt 
and  lifts  it  up  over  her  head  and  ties 
it  there  with  a piece  of  twine,  just 
like  a sack  of  wheat.  Anna  just 
squirms  in  them  ashes,  squirmin’  and 
tryin’  to  work  her  way  out  through 
that  skirt. 

Them  fifty  Hunky  women  see  what 
happens  to  Anna.  They  just  turn 
around  an  run  away  as  fast  as  they 
can,  just  a’holdin  their  skirts  tight 
around  ’em.  Joe  just  stands  there 
a’laughin  and  sayin,  “That’s  what’ll 
happen  to  you,  too.” 

But  them  women  don’t  turn 
around.  They  just  keep  a’runnin 
away.  And  when  they  untie  Anna, 
she  just  out  o’there  as  fast  as  she  can. 
And  Joe,  he  just  laughs.  He  had  it  all 
figgered  out. 

Like  I said,  Joe  sorta  used  psychol- 
ogy. No,  sir,  a woman  ain’t  no  good 
a’tall  with  her  pants  a’showin. 


A CERTAIN  highly  polished 

young  Lehigh  man  was  walking 
across  the  circle  in  Easton  with 
his  date  one  evening  last  week. With 
typical  enginering  precision  he  ob- 
served the  environment  he  found 
himself  in,  noting  each  new  object 
with  scientific  detachment,  mentally 
initialing  each  as  being  satisfactory, 
and  rapidly  passing  to  the  next.  Im- 
agine the  poor  boy’s  embarrassment 
when,  after  a hurried  glance  at  the 
surface  entrances  to  the  public  toilets, 
he  turned  to  his  date  and  said  “Gee! 
I didn’t  know  they  had  subways  in 
Easton.”  It  just  goes  to  show  that  it’s 
a good  thing  to  be  subjective  once  in 
a while,  even  though  good  engineers 
don’t  think  so. 


The  clergyman  of  a poor  parish 
was  showing  a rich  lady  around,  hop- 
ing to  touch  her  heart  and  so  receive 
a big  check  for  his  people. 

“We  are  now  passing  through  the 
poorest  slums,”  he  said,  as  the  car 
turned  into  a side  street.  “These  peo- 
ple have  little  to  brighten  their  lives.” 
“I  must  do  something  for  them,” 
sighed  the  lady,  adding  to  the  chauf- 
feur: “James,  drive  the  car  slowly, 
and  turn  on  the  big  lamps.” 


— Exchange 
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Visitor’s  Guide 

A personally  conducted  tour  through  the  Lehigh 
campus  with  commentary  by  . . . 

Eric  Weiss  ’39 


BETHLEHEM  is  a town  in  Eastern 
Pennsylvania  consisting  of  Le- 
high University,  the  Maenner- 
chor,  and  a steel  mill.  Lehigh  Univer- 
sity is  a trade  school  also  offering  de- 
grees in  Business  Administration  and 
Arts  and  Science  for  those  who  can’t 
make  the  grade  in  the  manual  train- 
ing course.  The  steel  mill  makes  steel 
and  hires  Lehigh  graduates.  The 
Maennerchor  is  an  Institution. 

The  most  interesting  part  of  the 
town  to  visitors  is  venerable  Lehigh 
University,  blotched  out  on  the  bosom 
of  old  South  Mountain.  Founded  af- 
ter the  Civil  War  by  Asa  Packer  as 
a source  of  cheap  engineers  for  his 
Lehigh  Valley  Railroad,  the  school 
has  advanced  steadily  through  the 
years  until  today  it  yearly  turns  out 
250  graduates,  each  resembling  the 
next  except  for  the  paint  job. 

On  first  approaching  the  campus 
the  visitor  is  impressed  by  the  fact 
that  all  the  buildings  have  their  ma- 
jor axes  parallel  or  perpendicular  to 
a north-south  line.  This  is  the  T- 


square  effect.  On  the  left  as  one  en- 
ters the  campus  by  the  New  Street 
gate  (bearing  the  legend  “Private 
Property.  All  Solid  Tired  Trucks  Pro- 
hibited. Pneumatic  Tired  Trucks  Un- 
der 2 Tons  Gross  Weight  Allowed. 
Lehigh  University.”)  is  the  Chapel. 
The  Chapel  is  used  for  classes  in  Mu- 
sic Appreciation  and  as  a place  to 
hang  plaques.  On  the  right  is  Pack- 
ard Laboratory.  Packard  lab  is  full 
of  generators  and  steam  engines  and 
quite  devoid  of  culture.  It  was  orig- 
inally designed  to  face  north  but 
some  error  was  made  in  the  plans  and 
the  building  was  constructed  facing 
south  and  for  this  reason  has  its  third 
floor  at  ground  level  and  its  first  floor 
in  the  second  sub-cellar.  There  are 
two  statues  beside  the  front  door  of 
the  lab.  The  one  on  the  right  is  of 
Professor  J.J.  What?,  the  inventor 
of  the  unannounced  quiz.  The  one  on 
the  left  is  associate  professor  U.  R. 
La.yte,  the  originator  of  lab  reports. 
Both  men  were  burned  at  the  stake 
in  the  early  years  of  the  University 
but  their  good  works  live  on. 

Directly  ahead  of  the  visitor  com- 
ing up  New  Street  is  the  flag  pole. 
The  flag  pole  is  there  because  it  has 
a base  on  which  Bart  can  set  his  cups 
while  the  awards  are  being  made  on 
college  meeting  day  in  May.  Hidden 
behind  the  flagpole  is  Packer  Hall. 
This  building  is  renowned  for  its  re- 
semblance to  nothing  on  God’s  green 
earth.  It  is  also  famous  for  the  sim- 
plicity with  which  it  may  be  con- 
fused with  Packard  lab.  By  calling 
one  PACKer  Hall  and  the  other 
PACKard  lab,  a stranger  may  be 
thrown  into  quite  complete  confusion. 
There  is  little  fundamental  difference 
between  the  two  buildings,  it  being 
as  easy  to  sleep  in  one  as  the  other, 
so  the  confusion  existing  is  of  little 
importance. 

To  the  east  of  the  flag  pole  is  the 
Lucy  Packer  Linderman  Memorial 


Library.  This  is  the  meeting  place  and 
the  dining  room  for  the  Allentown 
group.  There  is  also  a book  some- 
place in  the  building.  The  architect 
who  did  the  job  was  under  the  im- 
pression that  the  Library  would  have 
to  be  defended  with  bow  and  arrow 
against  invading  tribes  and  his  plans 
therefore  include  a liberal  allot- 
ment of  arrow  slits  and  embrasures. 


Due  to  some  mix-up  or  other  the  sec- 
ond floor,  new  stacks,  will  be  found 
below  the  reading  room  while  the 
second  floor,  old  stacks,  is  two  flights 
higher. 

Across  the  street  from  the  library 
is  the  William  H.  Chandler  Chemical 
Laboratory.  It  reeks.  A shed,  recently 
attached  to  the  end  of  the  chem  lab, 
also  reeks. 

North  of  the  chem  lab  the  visitor 
will  be  impressed  by  white-stucco 
Hyphen  Hall.  The  west  half  of  the 
building  is  famous  because  it  is  the 
first  building  of  the  University.  The 
center  of  the  building  is  famous  be- 
cause it  is  the  home  of  the  Brown  and 
White,  familiary  known  as  the  Rag. 
The  east  half  of  the  building  is  fa- 
mous because  Neil  Carothers  has  his 
office  there.  The  east  half  of  the 
building  is  most  famous. 

Passing  to  the  east,  the  visitor 
comes  to  Fritz  Laboratory.  Fritz  lab 
is  the  home  of  the  Big  Squeeze,  a two 
story  machine  for  making  littles  ones 
out  of  big  ones.  The  place  is  also  re- 
puted to  be  built  over  the  site  where 
Richard  Harding  Davis  stood  to  make 
his  famous  statement,  “Everybody 

beats  the out  of  Lehigh.” 

page  nineteen,  please 
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Damon  and  . . . 

from  page  ten 

Powell  to  Eisenhardt.  Jimmy  never 
forgets. 

Jimmy’s  biggest  laugh,  and  Mike 
agrees,  was  in  a wrestling  meet 
against  Penn.  Wasser  was  our  heavy- 
weight and  he  had  done  a beautiful 
job  in  giving  his  opponent  the  jitters. 
Wasser  was  big  and  fat  and,  unable 
to  catch  the  man,  he  resorted  to 
coaxing  him.  Finally  he  succeeded 
and  they  came  to  grips.  It  was  only 
a temporary  victory,  for  the  Penn 
man,  spurred  on  by  his  fear,  made 
short  work  of  Mr.  Wasser. 

In  the  long  list  of  greats  among 
Lehigh’s  athletes,  Jimmy  calls  Paz- 
zetti  and  Short  the  best  backs  he  has 
seen.  Spagna  was  the  greatest  line- 
man with  Bill  Hoffman  a close  sec- 
ond. He  names  Charley  Gattig,  Bill 
Duncan,  Fred  Green,  and  Billy  Estes 
as  our  finest  lacrosse  players. 

Jimmy  is  an  individual  when  it 
comes  to  his  choice  of  top  wrestler. 
Most  of  the  experts,  self-styled  or 
otherwise,  choose  Ben  Bishop  as  the 
best  of  a good  line.  But  Jimmy  throws 
his  vote  to  Pete  Peck.  Pete  had  only 
one  fault  as  far  as  Jimmy  could  see, 
and  it  was  that  same  fault  that  en- 
deared the  wrestler  to  him.  He  was 
careless  in  his  supreme  confidence. 
The  bouts  he  lost  were  to  inferior 
opponents  and  resulted  from  that 
carelessness. 

Mike  is  the  other  half  of  the  com- 
bination and  hasn't  been  here  quite 
as  long.  Twenty  years  only  makes  him 
a freshman  in  the  service.  He  came  to 
Lehigh  in  January  of  1919.  Before 
that  Mike  was  a coachman  for  Mrs. 
Skier  at  Mauch  Chunk.  She  was  the 
daughter-in-law  of  Asa  Packer.  It 
was  there  that  Mike  picked  up  his 
courtier’s  manner.  We  who  have  seen 
Mike  escort  a lady  to  her  seat  at  a 
wrestling  match  can  swear  by  the 
perfection  of  his  technique.  But  he 
can  be  just  the  opposite  any  time  he 
pleases.  Heaven  help  the  unwary 
student  who  is  impudent  enough  to 
smoke  in  the  gym.  Mike  becomes  an 
avenging  fury  as  he  strides  down  the 
floor  and  explains  the  point  of  the 
signs  on  the  wall. 

In  most  things  Mike  and  Jimmy 
agree,  especially  when  it  comes  to 
great  athletes  and  memorable  events. 
But  Mike  leans  toward  Ellstrom’s  run 
in  the  1937  Lafayette  game  as  the 
biggest  thrill  in  his  career.  He  still 
thinks  it  was  a score  and  should  have 
been  counted.  They  are  in  perfect  ac- 
cord when  it  comes  to  Bosey  Reiter. 


Both  of  them  think  that  he  is  the  fin- 
est gentleman  on  the  campus  and  the 
best  man  they  have  ever  worked  un- 
der. Jimmy  says  that  Bosey’s  phil- 
osophy of  athletics  is  the  truest  and 
the  greatest  for  sportsmanship. 

“Only  the  game  fish  swim  up- 
stream,” Bosey  says  of  Mike  and 
Jimmy.  “They  are  the  foundation  of 
the  gym.  They  have  always  given 
valiant  and  efficient  service.  They 
have  personalities  all  their  own; 
nothing  on  the  campus  is  like  them. 
Both  are  honest,  Christian  gentlemen, 
doing  their  work  to  the  best  of  their 
ability.  Little  more  can  be  said  of 
anyone.” 

Bosey  Reiter’s  story  about  Jimmy  is 
a fitting  climactic  portrait. 

It  was  before  the  big  game  in  1914, 
and  the  new  stadium  was  being  ded- 
icated. Professor  Warfield,  whisk- 
ered and  important,  met  Jimmy  at 
the  open  gate,  and  after  commenting 
on  the  fine  appearance  of  the  stadium, 
asked  Jimmy  if  he  would  translate 
the  Latin  inscription  above  the  gate. 

Jimmy  glanced  up  and  saw  the  Ba- 
conian phrase,  “Homo  Minister  et 
Interpres  Naturae.” 

“Well,”  said  Jimmy,  “I’m  not  sure, 
but  I think  it  means  ‘To  Hell  with 
Lafayette’!” 


AFTERMATH  . . . 

from  page  nine 

a while?” 

“Sure” 

The  fire  was  nearly  out  and  he  put 
some  paper  and  wood  on  it  and  stood 
in  front  of  it  until  she  came  back. 

“Shall  we  put  the  sofa  in  front  of 
the  fire  place?” 

“A  good  point”  he  said  and  started 
moving  chairs  back  out  of  the  way. 

They  sat  and  looked  at  the  fire  and 
after  a while  he  put  his  hand  on  her 
arm  and  began  stroking  it.  She  had 
on  a long  haired,  wool  sweater,  and 
he  smoothed  down  the  hair  and  then 
stroked  them  the  wrong  way  and 
smoothed  them  down  again.  Then 
she  turned  her  body  toward  him  and 
he  kissed  her  throat  and  felt  her  arm 
tighten  across  his  shoulders,  and  his 
knee  between  her  knees,  opening  and 
sliding.  And  they  were  lying  on  the 
sofa  and  he  could  feel  the  heat  of  the 
fire  on  his  back  and  he  was  kissing 
her,  her  mouth  open  and  breath  com- 
ing quickly.  She  went  suddenly  rigid. 

“Don’t” 

He  lay  still  and  she  pulled  at  his 
page  twenty-three,  please 
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from  page  seventeen 

Next  to  the  Squeeze  lab  is  a little 
cluster  of  buildings  around  a giant 
smokestack  where  the  real  work  of 
the  University  is  done  and  where  the 
policies  of  the  administration  are  de- 
termined. These  buildings  are  the 
carpenter  shop  and  the  power  house. 
All  regular  meetings  of  the  Board  of 
Trustees  are  held  in  the  carpenter 
shop  or  in  the  adjoining  yard  and  the 
Power  House  is  the  favorite  loung- 
ing spot  of  the  University  Officials 
where  they  may  be  seen  at  almost 
any  hour  of  the  day  or  night.  It  is 
quite  warm  and  cozy. 

Across  from  the  power  house  is 
the  Physics  building.  This  is  a grey 
stone  structure  modeled  on  an  an- 
cient wood-cut  of  the  Bastille.  The 
first  floor  is  full  of  tiny  cubicles 
where  little  gnomes  work  out  prob- 
lems on  the  lives  and  loves  of  elec- 
trons and  the  relationship  between 
mass  and  foo. 

Opposite  the  Physics  building  is  the 
Taylor  stadium.  This  is  where  Lehigh 
takes  its  beatings  in  football.  South 
of  the  stadium  is  Taylor  gym.  This 
is  where  Lehigh  wins  its  wrestling 
meets.  There  is  an  interesting  ex- 
ample of  primitive  art  over  the  main 
gym  arch.  It  is  a bas-relief  believed 
to  represent  a Lehigh  student  wrestl- 
ing with  temptation  and  coming  off 
a poor  second. 

Continuing  up  Taylor  Street  the 
traveller  will  pass  Williams  Hall.  Bill 
Hall  is  famous  for  being  the  only 
building  on  the  campus  with  any 
tint  of  RED  about  it.  The  ventila- 
tors on  the  roof  were  designed  for  a 
cow  barn  but  shipped  to  Lehigh  by 
mistake.  Next  the  visitor  will  pass 
between  Price  Hall  on  the  left  and 
the  Eckley  B.  Coxe  Mining  Labora- 
tory on  the  right.  Price  hall  was  a 
brewery.  It  has  never  lived  down  its 
past.  Coxe  Lab  was  made  with  the 
aim  of  being  able  to  withstand  earth- 
quakes, fires,  or  floods.  The  symbolic 
weather  vane  on  the  roof  is  made 
from  the  very  pick  and  shovel  that 
McClintic  and  Marshall  used  in  dig- 
ging the  Panama  Canal. 

The  visitor’s  attention  will  next  be 
snatched  by  the  monster  barracks  on 
his  left.  This  is  the  Charles  Russ 
Richards  House  and  is  full  of  stu- 
dents. It  is  reputed  to  be  the  only 
building  on  the  campus  which  does 
not  have  a machine  shop  in  it  but 
this  has  never  been  proved.  On  the 
right  is  the  Armory.  This  used  to  be 
the  student  commons  where  a man 


could  get  fed  but  now  the  best  you 
can  get  is  a bayonet. 

Continuing  on  the  serpentine  road 
around  the  Armory  one  sees  Coppee 
Hall  in  the  valley  beneath.  Coppee 
Hall  was  the  gymnasium  before  Andy 
Carnegie  gave  the  school  Taylor  gym 
and  three  of  the  professors’  offices  are 
still  equipped  with  flying  rings  and 
parallel  bars.  Courses  not  taught  else- 
where are  taught  here.  The  building 
is  lighted  by  kerosene  lamps  as  a pro- 
test against  the  advances  of  modern 
science. 

Continuing  further  the  visitor  pass- 
es before  Drown  Hall  which  no  long- 
er has  a swimming  pool  in  it.  Drown 
Hall  has  a lounge  in  it  where  three 
students  from  Wind  Gap  have  set 
up  light  housekeeping.  A perpetual 
high-stake  poker  game  is  maintained 


in  the  northeast  corner  of  the  lounge. 

Continuing,  on  the  visitor,  if  he 
takes  the  right  turns,  will  be  sur- 
prised to  find  himself  passing  in  front 
of  the  Alumni  Memorial  building. 
This  building  was  planned  as  a sky- 
scraper but  the  money  gave  out  and 
it  was  cut  off  short.  The  Supply  Bu- 
reau and  the  Bursar’s  office  are  in 
the  basement  (which  is  on  one  of 
the  many  ground  levels).  Both  of 


them  will  take  your  money.  The 
president  and  the  dean  are  upstairs. 
The  president’s  office  is  nicer  be- 
cause it  has  a carpet  on  the  floor. 
There  are  rooms  at  the  north  end  of 
the  building  where  the  faculty  holds 
its  annual  jacks  contest  to  determine 
promotions  for  the  year. 

On  the  hill  behind  the  college  there 
are  several  eating  clubs  of  little  im- 
portance. There  are  also  other  sim- 
ilar clubs  spread  about  town  of  about 
the  same  importance.  The  steel  mill 
keeps  mostly  to  itself. 

The  Maennerchor  is  an  Institution. 

And  so  as  the  setting  sun  sets  in 
the  West,  we  leave  Bethlehem,  Penn- 
sylvania, town  of  strange  customs  and 
odd  people  whose  pants  match  neith- 
er their  coats  nor  their  hats. 


STEEL  CITY  LAUNDRY 

QUALITY,  SERVICE 
AND  COURTESY 

WE  CALL  FOR  AND  DELIVER 

333  South  New  Street 
Phone  804 


C R Y S T A L 
RESTAURANT 

Good  Food  at 
Reasonable  Prices 

SPECIAL  STUDENT 
MEAL  TICKETS 

22  West  Fourth  Street 


TRY  OUR  LUNCHES  AND  DINNERS 
Served  by  Student  W (liters 
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Disc  Data  . . . 

from  page  five 

Jack  doesn’t  come  to  houseparty.  Last 
but  not  least  is  a revived  Hal  Kemp 
who  seems  to  have  gotten  all  the 
flourishes  out  of  his  system  and  has 
settled  down  to  trill  and  triple  tone  in 
a mechanically  done  but  pleasantly 
swung  Hoi-Polloi  along  with  more 
sweetly  swung  Blue  Moonlight.  Kemp 
fans  line  forms  to  the  right  and  don’t 
shove,  (all  Victor.) 

BRIEFS 

Gene  Krupa  can  lay  claim  to  the 
“success  boy”  title  any  time  he  wants 
to  now  for  he  has  definitely  won  his 
spurs.  From  a mediocre  outfit,  ham- 
pered by  fits  of  unrelentless  killer 
drumming,  the  band  has  blossomed 
into  a relaxed  swing  outfit  capable  of 
capturing  the  real  spirit  of  their  hot 
renditions.  Gene  hasn’t  cut  all  the 
sensationalism,  but  that’s  what  the 
customers  pay  to  see.  Their  new  offer- 
ing is  Quiet  and  Roll  ’Em  (which 
oughtn’t  need  any  explanation  to  you 
boys)  and  The  Madam  Swings  It  done 
to  a fine  golden  brown.  (Brs.)  Les 
Brown  has  two  very  smooth  pops  in 
What  Goes  Up  Must  Come  Down; 
Don’t  Worry  ' Bout  Me.  Eastonite  Mir- 
iam Shaw  does  well  in  the  vocals. 
Charley  (Out  Of  This  World)  Barnet 
continues  his  terrific  pace  with  Where 
Can  She  Be?  I Wouldn’t  Give  That 
For  Love.  The  Gal  From  Joe’s;  A New 
Moon  And  An  Old  Serenade.  We  like 
Duke  Ellington’s  Gal  best  but  ehan- 


“So  they’re  using  the  honor  system 
for  weighing  in,  now?” 


ces  are  that  you’ll  like  the  other  three 
better.  Judy  Ellington  sings  as  pretty 
as  she  looks.  (All  Bl.) 

Count  Basie’s  rhythm  section  offers 
something  different  with  a four  man 
band  doing  Boogie  Woogie;  How  Long 
How  Long  Blues.  Somehow  we  keep 
waiting  for  Lester  Young’s  sax  and 
Buck  Clayton’s  trumpet  to  break  in 
but  they  don’t — so  what  can  we  do? 
It  does,  however,  offer  some  serious 
opposition  to  the  theory  that  the  pow- 
erful pounding  rhythm  section  can’t 
produce  satisfactory  music  in  its  own 
right.  Just  follow  the  Count’s  right 
hand  through  Boogie.  (Decca) 

Jimmy  Dorsey’s  pops  are  better 
than  usual.  Latest  is  Our  Love;  All  Of 
Me.  Co-author  Larry  Clinton  (with 
Tchaikowsky)  of  Love  is  bending 
over  backwards  in  his  efforts  to  con- 
vince the  public  that  his  co-author 
had  much  more  to  do  with  writing 
the  melody  than  Mr.  Clinton  did. 
Seems  as  if  Larry’s  press  agents  have 
gotten  him  into  a real  hole  in  building 
him  as  the  writer  of  Reverie  and  the 
other  stolen  classics,  but  now  Larry 
has  put  down  his  foot  and  from  now 
it  will  be,  adapted  by,  instead  of  writ- 
ten by  Clinton.  Incidentally  Helen 
O’Connell  (with  Dorsey)  shines  in 
All.  (D.) 

Jimmie  Luneeford  takes  a holiday 
from  swing  with  Shoemaker’s  Holiday 
and  You  Set  Me  On  Fire.  These  ren- 
ditions should  satisfy  the  most  fasti- 
dious Kay  Kyser  fan  but  that  doesn’t 
make  them  lousy.  They’re  just  typical 
Luneeford.  (Vo.)  The  Merry  Macs 
are  quite  clever  in  Wa-Hu-Wa-I: 
Chopsticks.  We  like  the  girl  in  the 
middle.  (D.)  Mildred  Bailey  doesn’t 
do  justice  to  ‘Taint  What  You  Do  but 
makes  up  for  it  Along  The  Swanee. 
Husband,  Red  Norvo,  to  top  his  re- 
cent troubles,  has  been  moved  down 
to  the  Vocalion  label,  but  they  still 
try  hard  with  Cuckoo  In  The  Clock ; 
We’ll  Never  Know.  Terry  Allen  is  still 
underrated. 

Decca  introduces  a top-notch  color- 
ed organization  from  the  coast-Floyd 
Ray.  They  a la  Luneeford  their  way 
through  Three  O'clock  In  The  Morn- 
ing and  feature  vocalist  Ivy  Ann  Gal- 
scoe  in  Cornin’  On  With  The  Blues.  A 
sure  comer  with  loose  saxes  and  plen- 
ty of  talent.  Vocalion  resurrected  Casa 
Loma’s  Talk  Of  The  Town;  Blanket 
Of  Blue  from  the  grave  and  for  our 
money  could  have  left  it  there.  (We 
really  didn’t  listen  to  it  but  couldn’t 
resist  the  opportunity  for  a crack.)  A 
real  collectors  item  is  Eddie  Condon’s 

page  twenty-two,  please 
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The  Refugee 

O 

Problem . . . 

By  the  Student  Refugee 
Committee  of  the  Lehigh 
Cosmopolitan  Club. 

/VM  EW  Outbreaks  in  Ger- 
I many”,  “Czechoslovakian 
B ” Republic  Disappears”,  “It- 
aly Threatens  Balkans”.  We  have  all 
seen  headlines  such  as  these  and  sigh- 
ed with  relief  that  we  live  in  a demo- 
cratic country.  We  glance  at  the 
newspaper,  mentally  condemn  intol- 
erance and  agression,  and  merrily  go 
our  way.  There  is  little  realization 
that  behind  such  headlines  is  hidden 
a drama  of  plot  and  intrigue,  a trag- 
edy of  misery  and  starvation  and 
exile  to  tens  of  thousands  of  innocent 
victims  of  a dictator’s  whims.  We  are 
told  “it  is  not  our  problem,  for  this 
country  is  safe  from  foreign  aggres- 
sion and  should  mind  its  own  busi- 
ness”. But  it  is  our  own  problem,  for 
it  is  a question  of  what  shall  dominate 
our  civilization — democracy  or  totali- 
tarianism; freedom  of  thought  and  op- 
portunity, or  unthinking  conformity. 

Our  country  was  the  first  in  modern 
times  to  introduce  a democratic  sys- 
tem to  the  western  world.  We  preach- 
ed democracy,  we  lived  democracy, 
we  taught  democracy.  Other  nations 
fell  in  line  and  gradually  democracy 
became  to  be  considered  the  only  fair 
and  just  system  government.  We  can 
justly  be  proud  of  ourselves  for  this. 
But  the  world  faces  a crisis  today.  We 
believers  in  democracy  face  the  chal- 
lenge of  those  who  claim  to  have 
found  the  philosopher’s  stone  to  eco- 
nomic security  by  means  of  dictator- 
ship and  regimentation.  This  conflict 
has  many  aspects  and  creates  many 
problems.  It  is  not  only  our  purpose 
to  discuss  all  of  these  but  only  one — 
the  refugee  problem. 

The  refugee  problem  deals  with 
those  who  are  forced  to  flee  from 
their  homeland  because  they  cannot 
conform  to  the  dictator-set  standards 
or  are  unacceptable  to  the  totalitarian 
state.  It  can  tell  many  a story  of  hero- 
ism and  privation,  of  midnight  flight 
across  borders,  or  starvation  and  sui- 
cide. It  concerns  helpless  victims  of 


circumstances  beyond  their  control.  It 
deals  with  those  who  flee  rather  than 
give  up  cherished  ideals  of  democ- 
racy. 

And  it  is  our  problem!  We,  who 
stand  for  democracy,  cannot  abandon 
those  who  become  homeless  because 
of  similar  beliefs.  We  must  extend  aid 
to  them.  Obviously  no  single  group  or 
country  can  take  care  of  all  the  refu- 
gees. But  if  all  those  who  believe  in 
democracy  aid  and  cooperate,  much 
can  be  accomplished.  Much  is  being 
done  and  thousands  of  families  have 
found  new  homes  and  new  opportun- 
ities. 

But  one  phase  of  this  problem  has 
not  received  sufficient  attention.  This 
is  the  specific  problem  of  those  who 
have  started  their  education  to  equip 
themselves  for  the  field  of  work  they 
are  best  fitted  to  follow,  and  have 
been  forced  to  leave  university  and 
technical  schools  and  flee.  And  it  is  in 
connection  with  these  students  that 
Lehigh  students  can  help  the  fight 
against  dictatorship. 

There  has  developed  spontaneously 
among  the  students  of  over  one  hund- 
red American  Colleges  and  universi- 
ties a movement  to  provide  to  refu- 
gee students  the  means  of  finishing 
their  education.  The  plan  is  briefly  as 
follows;  the  school  provides  scholar- 
ships to  refugee  students,  and  the  stu- 
dents of  the  school  undertake  to  raise 
the  necessary  money  for  living  expen- 
ses. The  scholarships  which  are  provi- 
ded are  in  addition  to  those  available 
for  American  students.  Among  the 
schools  which  have  joined  the  move- 
ment are  Columbia,  Harvard,  M.  I.  T., 
Lafayette,  Oberlin,  Wisconsin,  Bryn 
Mawr  and  many  others. 

President  Williams  has  enthusiasti- 
cally supported  this  plan  and  has  re- 
commended to  the  Board  of  Trustees 
that  Lehigh  join  this  democratic 
movement  by  creating  special  Student 
Refugee  Scholarships.  These  he  has 
obtained.  The  Cosmopolitan  Club  is 
conducting  a drive  to  raise  the  neces- 
sary money  to  supplement  these 
scholarships. 

This  is  a glorious  opportunity  for 
Lehigh  students  to  indicate  their  be- 
lief in  American  principles  by  saying 
“We  believe  in  democracy  and  our 
democratic  system  and  we  are  willing 
to  show  this  in  a positive  manner  by 
aiding  those  who  suffer  because  of 
similar  beliefs!’ 

The  drive  has  begun.  Lehigh  stu- 
dents must  not  let  it  fail! 


tern 


Cleaners  & Oners 


Distinctive 
Cleaners  anti  Dyers 


We  Call  and  Deliver 


Phone  5700 


The 

Royal 

Restaurant 

• SODA  FOUNTAIN 

• MEAL  TICKETS 

• 24  HOUR  SERVICE 

7 West  Fourth  Street 


Phones:  1047  - 2923 
In  Bethlehem  It's 

TRIMBLE 

for 

Fruit  and  Produce 
Fisli  and  Oysters 

115-119  West  Third  Street 

We  Cater  to  Fraternities 


CANDY 

ICE  CREAM 

CIGARETTES 

MAGAZINES 

Daniel  M.  Witmever 

509  Wyandotte  Street 
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SMITHS 

BROAD  STREET 
CLEANERS  and  DYERS 

Dry  Cleaning,  Pressing  and 
Repairing 

Hats  Cleaned  and  Blocked 
12  WEST  BROAD  STREET 

Phone  293T 


Home  Cooking 

and 

Home  - Made  Pies 

at 

The 

Modern  Diner 

Fourth  and  Broadway 

(Opposite  Union  Bank) 


HARTER’S 

FOODS 

WHOLESALE 

FRATERNITY 

CATERER 

PHONES  . . . 2707  - 2708 


Walbert  and 
Burlingame 

Plumbing , Heating  and 
Repairing 

Phone  914  or  5856 


Disc  Data  . . . 

from  page  twenty 


Gonna  Stomp;  Serious  Thing.  (Bl.) 

It’s  similarly-styled  Billie  Holliday 
and  Mildred  Bailey  singing  What 
Shall  I Say  who  conclude  our  swing 
items.  Mildred  is  backed  by  a swell 
colored  combination  including  Sha- 
vers, Kirby  and  Company  along  with 
Red.  Billie  has  her  usual  Teddy  Wil- 
son backing.  The  result  is  a tie  a la 
Harlem.  (Vo.  and  Br.) 


Winner  of  last 
month’s  Life  - Saver 
gag  contest: 

Hotel  Clerk:  “ Will  yon 

have  a dollar  room , Sir , or 
one  with  running  water?” 

Guest:  ‘‘I’ll  take  the  dollar 
room;  running  water  keeps 
me  awake.” 


Submitted  by 
Arthur  Cooke  ’39 

(See  ad,  page  twenty) 


“My  boy  ate  fifty -one  Harvard 
Freshmen  today!” 


Your  car  is  in  a mechanic’s 
care  when  brought  to  us.  We 
always  have  cars  new  or  used 
to  suit  your  college  purse  or 
prestige. 

HAUSER 

Chevrolet  Co. 

324  West  Fourth  St. 
1033  Linden  St. 


THE  COLLEGE 
SHOP 

Men’s  R ear  of  Distinction 

Drop  in  and  See  Our  Complete 
Line  of  Apparel 

John  J.  Gasdaska,  U.  of  P.  ’23 

30  West  Fourth  Street 


AMERICUS 

HOTEL 

ALLENTOWN 


326  Rooms  With  Bath 
Fireproof 


Single 

• 

83.00 

$3.50 

$4.00 

Double  Room 

$4.50 

$5.00 

Twin  Bed 

$5.50 

$6.00 

$7.00 

CORSAGES 

and 

DECORATIONS 

for  HOUSEPARTY 
Quality  and  Reasonable  Prices 

D.  M.  Goldberg 

Florist 

17  W.  Broad  St.  Phone  2054-J 
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Choice  Meats  aiul 
Groceries 

—AT— 

Joseph  Muhr’s 
Meat  Markets 

313  East  Third  Street 

Phone  947 

1400  Broadway 

Phone  1639 


Safeguard 

your 

HEALTH 

with 

A 

BOTTLE 

of 

HEALTH 

Drink 

NORBETH  Dairy 

MILK 

NUTRITIOUS 

and 

REFRESHING 


SPRING 

• 

COUVERT,  FLANNEL 
GABARDINE  SLACKS 

$5.50  to  $9.50 

BOSTONIAN  SHOES 

$7.50  to  $9.50 

McGregor  sweaters 

$1.95  to  $8.50 

SPORT  JACKETS 

$12.50  to  $20.00 

TUXEDOS  TO  HIRE 

Silverberg  mfn  s 
Goldberg  shops 

20  West  Fourth  70  West  Broad 


AFTERMATH  . . . 

from  page  eighteen 

arm.  He  let  her  bring  his  arm  away 
and  they  lay  quietly  with  the  sound  of 
the  fire  snapping  on  the  grate.  After 
p while  he  said,  “I’ve  got  to  catch  a 
train  tomorrow  morning,”  and  stood 
up.  His  coat  was  covered  with  hair 
from  her  sweater.  She  followed  him 
to  the  door. 

“Write  to  me  when  you  get  to 
school.”  She  was  leaning  forward 
against  the  doorway. 

“Sure,”  he  said,  “And  you  drop  me 
a line  some  time.” 

He  stepped  out,  closing  the  door  be- 
hind him. 

“Goodnight.” 

He  walked  quickly  down  the  road, 
feeling  cold  and  at  the  first  street 
light  he  stopped  and  tried  to  brush 
the  hair  from  his  coat. 


COMMONS 

“I  always  eat  in  this  restaurant. 
You  know,  in  lots  of  restaurants  the 
waiters  grab  the  plates  away  from 
you  before  you  have  finished.” 

“And  they  don’t  do  that  here?” 
“Oh,  yes  they  do,  but  here  you 
don’t  mind  it  so  much.” 

— Exchange 


“He  stops  in  here  first  to  feed  his 
tape  worm!” 


Orchids  and  Gardenias 
“Flowers  of  Distinction 99 

Broad  Street  Flora] 
Company 

45  West  Broad  Street 

Phone  4327-J 

Our  Corsages  will  please  her  — they  are 
“Different” 


Atlantic  White  Flash  and 
Ethyl  Gasoline 

Horning’s 

Service  Station 


Broadway  and  Montclair 


N 

N 

O 

Meet  Me  at 

O 

Mingo’s  Cafe 

M 

I 

c 

Third  and  New  Streets 

N 

o 

I 

V 

FLOOR  SHOW  and 

M 

E 

DANCE 

U 

R 

Every  Night 

M 

BETHLEHEM 

NATIONAL 

BANK 

OFFERS  ITS  BANKING 
FACILITIES  TO  THE 
STUDENTS  OF  LEHIGH 
UNIVERSITY 

Third  and  Adams 

Member  of 
Federal  Reserve  Bank 

Member  of 

Federal  Deposit  Insurance 
Corporation 
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Stanley 

J 

Window  Cleaning 
Company 

WE  DO  FLOOR 
WAXING 

70  WEST  BROAD 

Tel.  503 

TRY  OUR  . . . 

Dining  Room  and  Grill 

HOME  COOKING 

Priced  to  Fit  the  Student  Allowance 

American  Hotel 

Broad  and  New  Streets 


Join 

the 

Gay 

Crowd 


BEFORE 

THE 

DANCE 

TOP  HAT 


Joe  Kinney 


QUIET,  PLEEZ! 

Silence. 

More  silence. 

Strained  silence. 

He:  “Aren’t  the  walls  unusually 
perpendicular  this  evening.” 

— Panther 

• 

NEEDED  COOPERATION 

The  yardmaster  \vas  interviewing 
an  Irishman  who  had  applied  for  a 
job  as  a motor  bus  driver. 

“Can  you  drive  a car?”  asked  the 
yardmaster. 

“Can  Oi  drive  a car?”  repeated  the 
Irishman  scornfully. 

“Well,  suppose  you  run  the  bus  into 
the  shed.” 

Pat  climbed  onto  the  trembling  ve- 
hicle. He  looked  around,  grabbed  the 
biggest  lever  and  pulled  it  for  all  he 
was  worth.  Zip — she  went  into  the 
shed.  Pat  saw  trouble  ahead,  and, 
guessing  what  would  happen,  re- 
versed the  lever.  Out  she  went;  then 
in  again. 

“I  thought  you  said  you  could  run 
a car,”  demanded  the  yardmaster. 

But  Pat  had  an  answer  ready.  “Oi 
had  her  in  three  times.  Why  didn’t 
ye  shut  the  door?” 

— Topper 


Waitress  (looking  at  nickel  tip  left 
by  guest) — What  are  you  trying  to  do, 
big  boy,  seduce  me?” 


“Sorry  big  boy,  but  I saw  him  first!” 


WHATEVER  YOUR  NEEDS 
FOR  MOTORING 
WE  HAVE  THEM 

JAKE  SCHMERIN 

Broadway  and  Brodhead 
LET  ALEX  COOK  FOR  YOU 

Lehigli  Lunch 

New  Street 

(Half  Block  from  Packard  Lab) 


EARL  H.  GIER 

Jeweler 

129  West  Fourth  Street 

Next  to  Post  Office 

PHONE  1067 


Reeves,  Parvin 
and  Co. 

Wholesale  Grocers 

Knighthood  . . . Lakeside 
and  Morning  Glory 

Fraternities  Supplied 

Represented  by 
E.  RAY  FRITCHM A X X 

Second  and  Hamilton  Sts. 
Allentown,  Pa. 

Phone  5138 

Philadelphia,  Pa.  Huntington,  Pa, 

Allentown,  Pa.  Wilmington,  Del, 

Altoona,  Pa. 
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THE  HAUNTED  HOUSE 

From  page  four. 

brought  his  foot  down,  and  I started 
to  blink  and  cough.  Chuck  was  hang- 
ing around  the  front  door,  holding  it 
open  so  that  the  wind  wouldn’t  blow  it 
shut.  Hank  just  kept  on  yelling  and 
shouting  and  stamping  up  and  down. 
He  stood  on  the  first  step  with  his  eyes 
straining  upwards  waiting  to  catch 
sight  of  the  first  ghost  to  show  his 
head. 

He  challenged  them  to  come  down 
one  at  a time.  This  failing,  he  walked 
up  and  down  the  dirty  floor.  Then  he 
turned  and  faced  the  stairs  and  began 
to  call  the  ghosts  every  kind  of  a 
name  he  could  conjure  up.  With  a last 
burst  of  enthusiasm,  he  called  them 
all  a lousy  bunch  of  Republicans.  He 
stood  on  the  first  step,  waiting  with 
his  hands  in  his  pockets,  waiting  for 
the  ghosts  to  come  down  in  a body, 
dragging  their  clanking  chains  be- 
hind them. 

Chuck  stood  in  the  doorway  looking- 
up  the  stairs  with  his  mouth  wide 
open.  I stood  just  a little  behind  Hank, 


expecting  the  worst.  But  nothing- 
happened.  After  a breathless  while, 
Hank  turned  around  with  a smug 
grin.  “See,  I told  you  guys.  There 
ain’t  any  ghosts.”  He  stepped  down 
triumphantly  and  put  his  hand  on  my 
shoulder.  “You  see,  kid,  that’s  the  way 
you  find  out  things.  That’s  the  way 
you  have  to  find  out  things.”  He 
pulled  me  along  behind  him  and  walk- 
ed out  to  Chuck  and  jabbed  his  fore- 
finger against  Chuck’s  stomach.  “There 
isn’t  any  ghosts  in  this  house.  Chuck, 
like  I told  you.  Where  are  your  old 
ghosts?  That’s  the  way  you  find  out 
things.” 

Chuck  laughed  uncertainly.  “I  don’t 
know.  Everybody  says  there  are 
ghosts  here.  I bet  you  that  they  don’t 
come  out  in  the  day  time.  Only  at 
night.  I read  that  in  a book.  I bet  you 
that  they  just  come  out  at  night.”  He 
pushed  away  Hank’s  prodding  fore- 
finger. 

Hank  shook  his  head  and  laughed 
delightedly.  “You’re  just  like  an  old 
woman.”  The  three  of  us  started  to 
walk  back  over  the  meadows  to  the 
road. 


In  the  Spring,  no  young  man’s  fancy 
Lightly  turned  to  thoughts  of  Nancy. 
But  now  they  pester  her  to  death. 

Since  Pep-O-Mints  improved  her  breath. 


A yT flTD  AT*  Everybody’s  breath  offends  now 
IVi [J  1*1  n I ■ a and  t ben.  Let  Life  Savers  sweet- 
en and  refresh  your  breath  after 
eating,  drinking,  and  smoking. 


"PHEW".  AND 
FAR  BETWEEN! 


“MY  SISTER  IS  NUTS  about  this 
guy.  But  that  stinko  pipe  of  his 
doesn’t  help  any.  Think  I’ll  swipe 
it . . . clean  it . . . and  refill  it  with 
some  of  Dad’s  Sir  Walter  Raleigh.” 


JUNIOR  GOT  HIS  REWARD,  and 

Romeo  got  his  dame!  And  they 
pledged  their  love  with  a ring — a 
ring  of  Sir  Walter  Raleigh  smoke 
—that  mild,  fragrant  burley  blend. 


IT  SMOKES  AS  SWEET  AS  IT  SMELLS 


PREFERRED  BY  COLLEGE  MEN.  In  a recent 
survey  by  Self-Help  Bureaus  of  25representative 
universities,  students  rated  Sir  Walter  Raleigh 
first  or  second  out  of  66  competing  pipe  tobaccos 
at  a majority  of  these  colleges. 


TUNE  IN  Tommy  Dorsey  and  bis  orchestra.  Every 
W edne  sday}  coast-to-coast,  NBC  Red  Network , 


WHO  GOES  THERE? 


17,000,000  dead— 17,000,000  soldiers 
and  sailors  killed  in  die  last  war! 

Who  are  they?  Statesmen?  Politi- 
cians? Big-navy  advocates?  Muni- 
tions manufacturers?  Business  leaders 
whose  factories  hummed  during  war 
times?  Editors  whose  papers  love  to 
stir  up  international  bad  feeling,  be- 
cause it  helps  circulation? 

No— not  one! 

Just  average  citizens.  Young  men 
with  their  lives  before  them. 


They  were  told  it  was  glory,  and 
look  what  they  got.  Look  what  all  of 
us  got!  Back-breaking  taxes.  Econom- 
ic disorders  that  have  not  yet  been 
righted.  A bitter  defeat  for  one  side, 
a bitter  victory  for  the  other. 

Yet  the  world  is  drifting  toward  an- 
other war  right  now.  And  those  who 
profit  by  war  will  encourage  that  drift 
unless  we  who  suffer  by  war  fight 
them! 

Today  with  talk  of  a coming  war 


heard  everywhere,  Americans  must 
stand  firm  in  their  determination  that 
the  folly  of  1914-1918  shall  not  occur 
again.  W orld  Peaceways,  an  organiza- 
tion for  public  enlightenment  on  in- 
ternational affairs,  feels  that  intelli- 
gent efforts  can  and  must  be  made  to- 
ward a secure  peace.  To  this  end  you 
can  do  your  share  to  build  up  a strong 
public  opinion  against  war.  Write 
today  to  W orld  Peaceways,  103  Park 
A\  renue,  New  York  City. 
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C.  A.  Dorney 

Furniture 

Company 

• 

Draperies 
Floor  Coverings 
Furniture 

ALLENTOWN 


Menne  Printery 

QUALITY 

PRINTING 

ALWAYS 

Rytex  Stationery 

207  West  Fourth  Street 


All  Popular  Brands 

Tennis  Raekets 
Tennis  Balls 

Headley,  Spaulding 
Bancroft 
Wright  - Ditson 
Slazenger 

Special  Discount  to 
Leliigli  Students 

Try  Our  Restringing  Service 

We  Use  the  Air  Stringing  Machine 
Satisfaction  Guaranteed 

F.  E.  Weinland 

Sporting  Goods 

Corner  Broad  & Main  Sts. 


TREES 


I think  that  I shall  never  see 
A poem  ugly  as  a tree; 

A tree  that  may  in  summer  wear 
Green  caterpillars  in  her  hair 
Who  lie  in  wait  for  passers-by, 

And  spit  tobacco  in  their  eye; 

A tree  that  shelters  feathered  folk 
Who  think  that  six  a.  m.’s  a joke; 

A tree  whose  trunk  stuck  in  the 
ground 

Is  like  Valhalla  to  a hound, 

Who  leaves  his  mark  upon  the  trunk, 
Then  kicks  the  lawn  up  chunk  by 
chunk; 

A tree  who  looks  at  God  all  day 
(but  just  because  she’s  built  that 
way) . 

My  neighbor’s  trees  in  summer  grow 
A bumper  crop  of  leaves  to  blow 
Upon  my  lawn  when  autumn  nears; 
My  curse  is  music  to  their  ears. 

Poems  are  made  by  fools  like  me, 
But  only  God  would  make  a tree. 

F.K. 


The  henpecked-appearing  gentle- 
man was  gazing  rapturously  at  a huge 
oil  painting  of  a shapely  girl  dressed 
in  only  a few  strategically  arranged 
leaves.  The  title  of  the  picture  was 
“Spring.-’ 

Suddenly  the  voice  of  his  wife 
snapped:  “Well,  what  are  you  wait- 
ing for?  Autumn?” 

— Exhaust  Fumes 


It  was  high  noon  at  the  Mosque. 
The  high  priest  was  intoning,  “There’s 
but  one  God,  and  Mohamet  is  his 
prophet.” 

A voice  broke  in,  “He  is  not!”  The 
congregation  turned  and  among  the 
sea  of  brown  faces  was  a small  yel- 
low face. 

The  priest  straightened  up  and 
said,  “There  seems  to  be  a little  con- 
fucian  here.” 

— Quip 


NORTHAMPTON 
COAT  AND  APRON  SUPPLY 

Telephone  6573 

PENN 

COAT  AND  APRON 
SUPPLY  COMPANY 

Telephone  7319 


WEIDNER’S  SERVICE 
STATION 

GULF  GAS  and  OIL 

Firestone  Tires  and  Accessories 
Corner  Broadway  and  Carlton  Avenue 


UcPIONG€k 

TAP  ROOM 

MHTCWtTC  VWJR.AIS  Jy  CFOCF  CIFAY 

HOTEL  BETHLEHEM 

RETHLCHCM  • PCNNA. 

CstMlAJ04*(  HoTUS  GaVCHJTIOK 

) mill 


SUTER’S 

DAIRY 

Wholesale  and  Retail 


PASTEURIZED  WEYHILL 
T.  B.  FARMS 

TESTED  CERTIFIED 

MILK  MILK 


1437  Lorain  Street 


Phone  2627 
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Allentown 

Tile  and  Marble  Company 

221  North  Sixth  Street 
Allentown 

ANDREW  ROSSETTI,  Proprietor 


atom  Muss 

Custom  Clothes 

518  Main  Street 

Morganstern’s 
Esso  Servicenter 

EFFICIENT  CARS  CALLED 

AND  FOR 

EXPERT  AND 

ATTENTION  DELIVERED 

Car  Washing  and  Polishing 
TWENTY-FOUR  HOUR  SERVICE 

Broadway  and  Wyandotte 

PHONE  9261 


IF 

YOU 

MISS 

HOME 

COOKING 

TRY 

CLAUSE’S 

AMERICAN 

RESTAURANT 

627  Main 


SAMSON 

Roy  Simpson,  unbleached  Harlem- 
ite, was  putting  in  his  first  day  with 
a railroad  section  gang  under  a fore- 
man who  was  known  for  getting  the 
maximum  amount  of  labor  out  of  the 
men.  Came  quitting  time.  Before  he 
went,  he  approached  the  boss  and 
said: 

“Mister,  sure  you  got  me  down  on 
the  payroll?” 

The  foreman  looked  over  the  list 
of  names.  “Yes,”  he  said,  “there  you 
are — Simpson— Roy  Simpson.  That’s 
right,  isn’t  it?” 

“Yaas  suh  boss,”  said  the  Negro, 
“das  i-ight.  I thought  maybe  you  had 
me  down  as  Samson.” 

— Exchange 


The  newlyweds  on  their  honey- 
moon had  the  drawing  room.  The 
groom  gave  the  porter  a dollar  not 
to  tell  anybody  on  the  train  that  they 
were  bride  and  groom.  When  the 
happy  couple  went  to  the  diner  for 
breakfast  the  next  morning,  all  the 
passengers  pointed  and  eyed  them 
knowingly.  The  groom  called  the  por- 
ter and  demanded,  “Did  you  tell  any- 
body on  this  train  we  were  just  mar- 
ried?” 

“No  suh,”  said  the  dusky  porter.  “I 
told  them  you  were  just  good 
friends.” 

— Exchange 


THE  MIESSE  SHOP 

HOME-MADE  CANDY  and  GIFTS 
OF  THE  BETTER  KIND 

568  MAIN  STREET 

OLD  SUN  INN  BUILDING 
We  Mail  and  Insure  Its  Delivery 

npY  P E W R I T E R 

Sales  and  Service 

ALL  MAKES  SOLD,  REPAIRED 
SERVICED 

306  West  Broad  Phone  3953 

Remington  Rand  Shavers 


FOR  YOUR  SPRING 
Painting  . . . Paperhanging 
Decorating 

SEE  

F.  J.  Mitman 

B.  P.  S.  GLOSSFAST  ENAMEL 
House  Paints,  Varnishes 
Flat  Wall  Paint 

Imperial  Washable  Wall  Papers 

543  North  New  Street 

Telephone  871 


FOULSHAM 

T 

H 

E 

F 

L 

0 

R 

1 
S 
T 

Phone  576 

230  CHEROKEE  STREET 


Always  Fresh  . . . 

TENNIS  BALLS 

AT  THE 

SUPPLY  BUREAU 

5 Lea« ling  Brands . . . 

Wright  and  Ditson  . . . Dunlop  . . . Pennsylvania 
Spalding  . . . Vines  (Wilson) 

$1.10  per  can  of  three 


HELLO  THERE!” 

“Even  before  the  train  stopped 
I spotted  yon  in  the  eroivd  be- 
cause of  yonr  characteristic 
neat , fresh  appearance 

You  too  can  impress  your 
Houseparty  date  by  adding 
that  “extra  touch”  given  only 
by 

THE  ELECTRIC  LAUNDRY 

PHONE  36 


(^/Ae  /i/y/rf  Com6mafwsi  c/oej  it. . . 


THE  SECRET  of  Chesterfield’s 
milder  better  taste... Me  reason 
why  they  give  you  more  smok- 
ing pleasure  ...  is  the  right 
combination  of  the  world’s  best 
cigarette  tobaccos  rolled  in  pure 
cigarette  paper  . . . the  blend 
that  can’t  be  copied. 


/$k 


THEY  SATISFY 


Copyright  1939,  Liggett  & Myers  Tobacco  Co. 


